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A DVERTISEMENT. 

It may be neceflarj to apologize for the delay 
^luch has retarded the appearance of my Poems. 
I can aflure the Public, the fault was not minCi 
but proceeded entirely from the tediournefs of Artifts, 
whom I employed in the little embellifhments of my 
Publication. 

It may alfb be proper to mention how it hap- 
pens that a Dramatic Poem, called Democratic 
Rage, lately publifhed by me, is not included in 
this Collection. — ^Moft part, if not the whole^ of 
the letter prefs of thefe two volumes, was aftually 
worked off, before that horrid event took place, on 
which the Poem called Democratic Rage was founded. 
But had the Poem in . queftion been written in 
time to find a place in my Colle£lion, I fhould not 
have inferted it, as I did not think it fufficient* 
]y correA. Moft of the preceding pieces have 
beta hafiily written, but they have not been 



ha^j^.jHjif^riihed ; I have kept them by tne maoy 
W^M;) jG(4)noi^ted them to the rcvifion and. qenfure 
9|^p)y friqad^ ;.,?ind been ever more ready to adopt 
diVf^j^cQiT^^ions and emendations of the candid .;u:id 
ju^9|pu^ thgn ^hcy were tp propofe, thew,: D^rpo^^ 
cra^ 1^^^, ^3s writteq and publKhedi oiij.Uut^ 
fpur pjF the occafioni rather as a political pam$iil6t^ 
titan as^ a poetical produ£lipn | I. was coo&ioua^ofi 
it! ::^ax^,, faults and imperfections ; I did not thinks' 
itj y^ortb, fittention as a mere drama; bpit flatteredi: 
myffjf that it might have fome merit and utiUty^i^ 
in th^ humbler chara^er of a pamphlet } aod was tn^- 
duced to print it, by that motive alone : -the » pub- 
lic, howcvcrj has been plcafcd to £taipp a value 
on my^ produflipn, by a reception favourable beyond 
my moft fanguine wif^s ; apdl.fhould now,, think 
it prefumptuous to curtail, enlarge, or alter, in any 
fhap^^wbat has plea,fcd the reader in its prefent 
form. 

For .the information of thofe, who may wifli that 
the piece in queftion had been inferted in thefe 
volumes ; I muft beg leave to obferve, that a per- 
ibn muft be void of feeling, who can behold with- 
out emotion the bufy fccne of the prefent hour : 
•for me, the great and fiupendous events, the fud- 
den and unexpected viciilitudcs of fortune, and 



in 

tti^'^ioftiirtind^ IncxpDcablift rcVohitwrrii of bpinioiii 
tteAtf-^erjtetliaRf pafi before our eyes, in' tlfc gfoSm 
dfi^^tec 'I)rd<m€ politics, like the mdnftrdtfi ^|)iftfirt^ 
ofi^A'-lbtlgfc Isrntfrn, poflcfs my inind, ^M 'fuifli 
ftnMijgf tm^^effions, that my bcft rrfblutloiii ire bvef- 
pn^ercd, ahdl fed myfclf irrcfiftibly huri'l^k intb' 
tbtt^'f«taMI of terfiikation. When I iet about' p^re^' 
(Atting'tMi ColleAion for the prefs, It wb ^'my 
firtnfl determination, that it fhould cohbiii/ ^itli 
tke^ &tQi the laft follies of my pen. I f lik, tliaC* 
poets arc as ill able to maintain their detfermlnia-^ 
ti#iis, as k^vers ; and fhould I be emboldened to' 
it, by- the reception of thcfe two volumes, i a'ln^ 
apt ta think, that I may trefpafs on the notice bf 
the PdbliOi' by a third ; in wiiich, m^ readers may ' 
be :^ured, ' that Democratic Rage trifle not fe'e'fcr-^ 

Ill "jl 
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THOUGHTS 



LYRIC ?OETRY. 



It U with fome diffidence that I Tenture to exprefs my diiTent fipom 
the opinion of a writer, whofe fuccefs as a poet mud add weight 
a&d influence to his fentiments as a critic, I mean Mr. Mafon ; but 
falfe critidTms failing from men of high charader have a moft pei^ 
nicious efie^, particularly with readers who feldom Tenture to think 
for themfeives. Aftertions may be hazarded raflily on- the fpur of the ' 
occafion, even by the mod judicious ; and when we meet with any 
thing paradoxical, we (bould not be deterred from examining it, by the 
terrors of a great name, left we (bould mifbke unfounded aflumptiont, 
for good arguments, and chimerical fpeculations, for firft prindpkt. 



In the following paper I propofe to oflTet fome remarks, on an opi- 
nion of Mr. Mafon's refpeAing lyric poetry, which he has publiflied 
in a note cm Mr^ Gray*s ferenth ode, in his edition of that avtbor's 
works. 



The note to which I allude runs thus :— « This ode, to which in the 
" title I have given the epithet of irregular, is the only one of the kind 
*« which Mr. Gray ever wrote, and its being written occafionally and 
" intended for mufic is a fufficient apology for the dcfc£l. Exclufive of 
•* this, for a defeft it certainly is, it appears to me, in point of lyrical 
** arrangement and exprefllon, to be equal to mod of his other odes. It 
*' is remarkable that amongfl the many irregular odes which have been 
•* written in our language, Drydcn*s and Pope's on St. Cecilia's day arc 
•* the only ones that may properly be faid to have lived. The reafon 
** is, as I have hinted, that this mode of compoHtion is fo cxtremtly 
« eafy, that it gives the reins to every kind of poetical licentioufncfs ; 
<* Whereas the regular fuccefCon of (Irophe, antiflrophe, and epode, put 
•* fo (Irong a curb on the wayward imagination, that when Ihc has 
** once paced in it, (he feldom choofes to fubmit to it a fccond time ; 
** *tis therefore greatly to be wiflicd, that in order to ftifle in their 
•' birth a quantity of compofitions which arc at the fame time wild 
** and jejune, regular oJcs, and thofc only, fliould be cftccmed legiti- 
** mate amongd us." 

1 ani not furprizcd that fuch a remark fhpuld fall from one w^ho has 
written fo many regular odes ; the moft candid poet may feel his judg- 
ment in fome degree warped by his poetical (hidies ; we find Drydcn, 
at one time, a champion for rhyming tragedies, at another recommen(^- 
ing alternate rhymes, as the mod eligible heroic meafure : from the 
fame caufe, and perhaps with as much juftice in both indances, as Mr. 
Maibn Aickles for the regular ode. I muft own I was furprized to find 
the odes of Pope and Dryden on *St. Cecilia's day clafled together, as if 
the two productions were of equal merit ; indeed, 1 was furprized to 
hear Pope's ode mentioned, as a poem which may dill be faid to live. 

I am fomewhat at a lofs to determine whether Mr. Mufon, in the 
note in quedion, means by the term regular ode a poem which exhi- 
bits the regular fucceflion of drophe, antidrophe and epode, or that 
nierely which is confined to an uniform and regularly repeated danza. 
If we are to apply this denomination to poems of the fird (flafs only, 
the number of odes is but fmall, comparatively fpeaking, and of that 
niimber many are /aint and weak, and many fleep ; ccrUinly, fuch of 
them as have ^ood their ground arc far inferior in number and merit 



to their irregular brethren. If we are to underfhnd the term regular 
ode in the latter and more extcnfivc fenfe, then it follows, that a ttU 
fling ballad or fong will be a regular ode, and pafs for (lerling, becaufe 
of the uniform returning (hinza, while no regularity of plan, no lyri- 
cal arrangemeiit, or propriety of fcntimcnt, will exempt from the 
charge of irregularity an ode, which unluckily admits a variety of 
ftanza. 

The- mere regular return of an uniform Aanza, if that fVanza does 
not afford a copious interchange of melodious founds, is not a work of 
much difficulty in the execution, or merit in the pp rufal ; neither can 
it be faid to impofe any very ftrong, at leaft it does not impofe any 
▼cry ufeful curb, on the wayward imagination ; nor will it, I prefume, 
be found a very effe^al means of excluding eompofitions wild and je« 
jtine : In truth, I am inclined to doubt whether this defirable end can 
be obtained by the adoption of Orophe, antiftrophe and epode. It 
would be invidious to quote particular inflances, but any one who will 
take the trouble of turning over fom'e of our mifcellaneous collec- 
' tions, and other books of modern poetry, will find things called odes, 
which are at once wild and jejune, though trimmed and laced up in 
the ftraight waiftcoat of flrophe, antidrophe and epode, according to 
all the feverities of the Greek maders. 

Mr. Mafon infills on the fmall number of irregular odes, which, as 
he fays, defervc to be ranked with the living, as an argument againft 
this fpecies of compofition. He confines the catalogue to narrow li- 
mits, I>ryden*s and Pope's odes on St. Cecilia*s day. Suppofe this for 
a moment to be jufl, is not Dryden's ode of fufficient excellence and 
dignity, to give a new form of compofition, and become the archetype, 
and as I may fay, the founder of a didinft poetical family ? Is not the 
complaint of Cowley to all intents and purpofes lyrical ? Do his pinda* 
tic odes, which are profcfTcdly irregular, drfervc to be involved in thj 
andifcriminate doom of death P Even the fevcre Hurd, in his caflrations 
of Cowley, has reprieved and admitted fomc of them into his colleo« 
tbn. I know not to what clafs we (hall refer Milton's Lycidas ; to 
me it fcems to belong to the genus of irregular odes. Mr. William 
Browne, an excellent poet of the lad century, has left a beautiful ir- 
regular ode, written on a like affeAing occafion with the Lycidas, and 
not much inferior to it in poetical merit : and here, by the by, I mud 
mention, though ibmewhat out of place, that there is a very early fpe- 
dmen, indeed, of the irregular ode in the englifh language, I mean a 
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the fubjeft made it neceflary that the ode (hould be fet to mnfic, an/ - 
perfor;ned with an accompaniment of dancing ? It feems to me tMat it 
would be more rational to fuppofe, that ail our englifh odes were to 
be fet to mufic, and to divide them into recitatiTe, au* and chorus. 

• 
Mr. Mafon feems to rely on . another principle as certain and . in- 

controTertiblei in which, notwithdaoding, 1 cannot readily bring my- 
felf to acquiefce : that by increafing the difficulty of writing poetry, we 
promote its excellence ; and, in particular, that by rendering a fubordl- 
nate and merely mechanical part of poetry, for indance, the meaiure, 
more operofe and inconvenient to the compofer, we (halt fucceed in 
checking the growth of bad poetry ; I fay this, fuppofrng for the pre- 
fent, but by no means admitting, the irregular ode to be, as Mr. 
Mafon fuppofes, a fpecies of compofition of the utmoft facility. On 
this principle of exalting the beauties of poetry, by encreafing its dif- 
ficulties, which, by the by, feems to be jufl fuch an experiment as if 
we fliould attempt to add grace and agility to a dancer by encumber* 
ing his legs with fetters, or fpeed a courfer by loading him with a 
heavy burthen ; on this principle where (hall we (lop ? What bounds 
of difficulty and confequent perfection (hall we appoint f If, in order 
to deter ra(h meddlers, the compofition of an ode is to be rendered 
more difficult, by wantonly dividing it into (Irophe, antiftrophe and 
cpode, why reft there ? Let the fan^ary of good writing be ftill more 
eife^ally fccurcd from prophane intruders, by ordaining that lyric 
poems (hould be always written in the (hape of a flute, a pair of 
wings, an egg, an axe, or an altar ? Some greek writers have attempted 
all thefe fantaftic forms of compofition ; but is the merit of the poext 
of this kind, which have reached us, in any degree proportioned to 
the difficulty f Has the difficulty of compofing rondeaus, acroftics and 
charades delivered the french language from a mob of writers at once 
wild and jejune ? Xo purfue this reafoning a little farther : it is ac- 
knowledged on all hands that french verfifkation is fubje^ to a very 
fcvere and tyrannical code of rules ; it is much more difficult to write 
poetry in that language, than it is in the latin, greek, italian or eng- 
lifh. Now, have meaner fpirits been deterred by this difficulty ? Is the 
number X>f minor poets lefs in the french than in other languages ? Or 
is the comparative excellence of the french poetry great, in propor- 
tion to the difcouragement which arc thlrown in the way of t lieir wri- 
ters, by the fcvere laws o^ vcrfification ? The french writers complain 
of this tyrannical code as a i heavy gri'jvancc, and fo intolcraUle is the 



Vtothen, thatiome of their beft poets, particularly Corncine, the £r(l 
of freach bards, yiolate the laws of yerfification without fcruple. In- 
deed I had always been taught to hold an opinion dire^y contrary to 
this polition, and to believe, that in proportion as the execution of 
tile Decbanica) part in the fine arts is cafy, there is a greater proC- 
ped of attaining to general excellence ; and to common underlland- 
iogs this opinion would fc^m to be well-founded. The pains, ftudy and 
time which will be exhaufted in adjufting the mere mechanical part, 
when it is of a more difficult form, may, when that difficulty is re- 
nored, be employed on a nobler care, that o> confidering the pl^n, 
removing defers, and heightening the beauties, !)y corrc^ing, re- 
touching and polifhing the whole. 1 have often heard blank verfe 
preferred to rhyme, on this very ground, that it impofed Icfs troublc- 
ft»me reftraints on the poet ; and I had obferved that in thofe lan- 
guages which are called, by way of diflin^lion, poetical, as the Italian, 
the mechanical of poctr)* is mofc caly, which could not be the caie if 
the difficulty of compoHtion were a pledge and guarantee for its ex- 
^ence. 1 Aippofc it is on this principle of attaining excellence, by 
inducing difficulty, that ?4r. liayley has produced his comedies in 
rhyme; and on the f.me fyilcm it would follow, that tragedies alfo 
oi^tto be written in rhyme, as being a more difficult mode of verii- 
fication ; in (hort, if by enhancing the difficulty of poetical compoAtioa 
you fhould leflcn the number of bad poets, will you not lefTcn the 

' number of good ones ? There is greater mciit, certainly, in the attain- 
ment of ekcellence in fbmething very difficult ; but in fuch a cafe the 

number of excellent productions will be imull in proportion. 

The more I confider the introduction of flrophc, antiftrophc and 
(pode into the englilh language, the more am 1 ftruck with the im- 
propriety of it ; on what principle of reafon are we required to adopt 
the regidations of compofition, which prevailed in a dead language, 
of a AniCture wholly different from our own, and with the true pro- 
nunciation of which wc are not fully acquainted ? It fcems to be very 
unjull, to impofe on englifli poets the lame llriClricfs, with regard lo 
the ftanza, and ftruC^ure of the ode, which prevails 'in Pindar, and the 
chorus of the greek tragedy. The genius of their bnguage.does not 
fmnifh the cnglifh writers with the fame inftruments and means of 
facilitating their compliance with the Uw. i, Both the greek and 
litin languages have a great aJvar.;r.^c in the bold and tit«,i:cat in- 
veiiions of words, which they not only pennit, but rqiii ; ihift 
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mnflhave aiCfted the poet amazmgly in attainiDg an harmonioiii^ ar- 
fangement of words, and a rich and cafy Terfification. i, The greek 
language admitted a Tariety of dialers, which the poet might inter- 
mix, as Tiiited his convenience ; this gave a greater choice and variety 
of fynonimous founds, and greatly facilitated the talk <^ compofition. 
'J, The latin poet found the fame convenience in poetical licence ; but 
the greek language allowed it in a ftill higher degree, more freely io* 
deed than any language I know, except the Italian. Now this priri* 
lege is very fparingly, if at all, indulged to an englifli writer, whole 
taik in verfifying is there fore fo much the more difficult. 4, Both 
the greek and latin lyric poets took the liberty of ending the 
Une in the midft of a word, if the verfification happened to require it, 
as you may fee in every page of Horace and Pindar ; indeed, there are 
in Virgil inflanccs of fuch a liccnfe, even in heroic verfe. A liberty 
of this fort would not be endured in engli(h ; I queftion whether even 
the charms of the (Irophe, antidrophe and epode could reconcile it to 
thofe who want the true antiquated cla(Cc ear. 5, The ancients went 
dill greater lengths ; there are inflanccs of a (lanza or (Irophe ending in 
the middle of a word, and the remainder carried over to the next 
fianza ; as for example, in the fecond antiflrophe of the third olympic 
of Pindar, which ends in the middle of a word, and the fecond epode, 
ivhich begins with the remaining fyllable : 

»* ICfMv nv. nb* Aoltr;, &c. 

I&ving hazarded thcfe curTory remarks on the critical opinions con- 
tained in the note above-mentioned, permit me to add a few arguments 
in favour of the irregular ode. In the firft place, it has the'fanOion 
of daflic authority to recommend it ; the ancients, our great, and, in- 
deed, inimitable maftcrs in poetry, they, who imp.^fed every neceflary 
curb on the wayward imagination, and were not often guilty of wild 
or jejune writing, the illufh-ious ancients loved and praAifed this fpecies 
of compofition. The moft celebrated and fublime of Pindar's works 
were irregular odes, I mean his dithyrambics ; on thefe, though they 
have unfortunately perifhed In the wreck of time, his reputation as 
a poet was moft eflentially founded. We have the fufirage of as good 
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a critic IS he was a poet, both as to their merit and their bold itro 

pihntf: ^ 

Sea per aiidaces nova dithyrambos 
Verba devoivit, numcrifque fcrtur 
Lege foiutis. 

HoaACK. 

fht indent grammarians and critics recognize the polynetim and 
puunetra of the ancients, in which verfes of all dilfereot meafuref 
were enplofed. without any uniform order or connexion. Claudmn. 
Tereatianus Maurus, and "Martianus Capelius, have all written lyric 
poems, each of which takes in a rariety of difTcrcnt f^anaas ; that of 
Clandiaa was written on the marriage of the emperor Honorius. If 
we are to beUeve an ingenious french critic*, the fecnlar ode of Horace 
was an irregular one, or to fpeak more correAly, a multiform lyric, 
cabiadag a free variety of different (lanzas. Whether the conje^hire 
of Mr. Saoadon, as to the junction of the fcveral parts which he brings 
t^fether, be well or ill founded, it ferres to fupport my argument, as 
it ihews that in the opinion of a learned man and a good critic the inc- 
pbr ode was by no means alien from the corred genius of daiCc 
poetry. 

We may alio allege the example of the italian lyric poets in f jtou* 
«f the ifTtgular.ode ; there are a great number of beautiful compofitioas 
of that fpecies in their language, particularly by Chiabrcra and Metai^ 
tafio, a writer to whoin the epithets of wild and jejune can hardly be 
applied with any propriety. Fontaine, among the french, may be con- 
sidered as a great mafter in the irregular lyric. Among us, the correA 
aad laborious Ben Johnfon, as he was the firft importer of the (hx>phe, 
aotiftrophe and epode, has given us alfo the firfl englilh precedent of 
an irregular ode, if I miftake not, in the poem on .the burning of his 
works. 

Bat why re/brt to precedent for a juflification of the irregular ode ? 
1 may intrench myfclf in ftronger ground, the internal evidence of its 
merit, and the obvious advantages which rcfult from thiji fpccics of 

^Sinadon. 
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compoCtioiK Rrrt, it leaves the poet at liberty to follow the order 
and connexion of Kis ideas, and to exprefs them in the moft apt And 
forcible manner. He is not obliged to facrifice (b-ength and energy ttf 
Aanza, to become a literary ProcrudeSf and tortore out fome thoughts 
through a nervelefs extent of prolix tenuity, while others arc propor- 
ticm bly cut and cramped, to make them 6t the ftanza. He is not 
' ilopt (horty in the very heat and acme, of compofhion, as it were by 
a great gulf, or obliged to introduce alien, or unnecef&ry ideas, in order 
to fquare his matter with his meafure, and preferve the preconceived 
divilion of his poem into partitions of a certain unvarying length. The 
flonza is commenfurate to the fcnfe, and exhibits nothin|r redundant* 
nothmg incoherent or difjoxntcd ; the thought occupies juft as much 
room as it'dc(irv€s, and no more, while the poet has it in his power, 
to exprc;fs it^ as fully, or as concifcly as he thinks proper. 

Secondly. Add to this, that the Irregular ode requires no Aipernu- , 
mrrary or expletive epithets to tkc out lines, none of tho(c unmean- 
ing fub(cn'ient lines, that are introduced merely to eke out (Unzas, 
and of which fbme of our modem regular odes exhibit fuch melancholy 
inflances ; in (hort, the irregular ode is not obliged tofacrificc a juAar^ 
langeraent, clear exprcHlon, or harmonious verfiification, to a chime- 
rical and pedantic regularity, which bas no foundation in true harmony, 
aad is wholly foreign from the genius of our language. 

Thirdly. You will plcafcto confidcr, that if the author of a regular ' 
oJe has a had ear, and is unfortunate in the choice of the ftanza, his 
rorul'-rs muft take it, for better for worfe, through the whole poem, a 
grievance, to which the irregular ode is not liable ; for there, if one 
llanza Ihould be unhappily fancied, or inharmonious, we have a proi^ 
p»"A of being relieved, and changing for the better in the next ; per- 
haps too, the ear, in an ode of any length, may feel itfelf cloyed with 
the uniformity of a ftanza fo frequently repeated, and be relieved and 
gratified by the- various mcludy of the irregular ode. 

Fourthly. I mufl further obfcrve, that although we flio.ld allow the 
compofition of the irr<;gular ode, to be, as Mr. Maibn is pleafed to af- 
ft-rt, more eafy, it impods on the poet a necellity of verfifying with 
greater care, and fatisfying the ear with a melody more full and com- 
pletely rounded, 'i lie harmony of verfificatiun cannot fb eafily make 
iUi If to be felt by the reader, when the ftanza comes in a new aad un» 
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forereen form, as vrhtn the car is habituated, and broVcn, as T vnj fay, 
to the espcAed inarch of an uniformly repeated f^naa. When the 
hearer is prepared for the return of the paufe at regular intervals, he 
kams to miihike the mere technical arrangement of the lines for har- 
mookNis Terfification, and hardly allows himfelf to enquire, whether 
the (lopis jndicioufly placed, or the period duly filled, fb as to leave the 
car ftcrfeOly iatisfied. In the irregular ode there is no fuch dectption. 
the ear is not impofcd on, and any fault in the vedification will belm- 
■cdiatcly perceived. 

Fifthly. A correfpondcnce of tlie found with the fcntiment is cer- 
tainly a very great btauty, and the poet fhould endeavour to obtain* it. 
wfacnever it may be had, without facrificing more important things. 
This beauty may fbmetimes rrfult from the happy force of a fiogle word, 
iboietimes it is produced by the ftru^rc and cadence of a fingle linc» 
but is efieAed moft forcibly and mod generally by the arrangement and 
ijrvimctry of a whole period *. Now, 1 belieye ft cannot be denied, 
and therefore I (hall not wade words to prove, that a free Aanaa, 
vhich may be varied at will, and made light and airy, flow and 4>lAin- 
tife, or fwelling and fonorous, according to the liibjeA matter, will 
^ve the poet a much better chance of attaining this escellence, what- 
ever may be its value. The judicious break, the happy paufe, the apt 
(iaage of cadence, the long majelHc march and eaergy divine, may all 
SB their turns be excluded by a fcrvile adherence to the uniformity of 

• Example of the firft : 

IVocumbit humi bos. 
Oftheiecond: 

Mbnfh-um horrendum informe ingens cui lumen ademptam.. 
I^Ia in ficcA Tecum fpatiatur Areni. 

Of the third: 

She bids you. 
All on the wanton mthcs lay you down, 
And reft your gentle head upon her lap. 
And (he will fmg the fong that pleafeth yon* 
And on your eye-lids crown the god of fleep, 
pharming your blood with pleafmg heavinefs. 

Shakspxaii. 



^mJ .:;:..!:ii r.inc •-vers- thin.; -ri:.!^ -rate and ar:i5jc;.il it i^ :\ 
jr.i.vh cad'.r t! .in in truth it i<i, arul Icl'si-rcviit i5;;iv(.:i to th< 
jrn :;-jlir r»r!c for tl.,- piirT; ay J llii.S- lie cnr^yy<:, than t 
deal in more opcrofc tormt of poetry. 

It cannot be denied, that a fpecies of compofition whi 
cooftradion of the rythmus, and even the foond of panic 
the (iibjeA mnft have hs foundation in the genuine undep 
ei banaa nature. I have not a doubt within my mind o 
ode being the firil form of compofition adopted by man 
Ml wiid attempts at literature. Poetry has ever been 
awii in the firil (lagei of ibctety : the earlieft reciuls of 
them have been in verfe ; this arifes from the connexion 
tab fimndf and the feeKngs of the mind, at well as the n 
firft litenuy pixKiaAion, in an unpoilHied nation, where th( 
of nature prevailed, was a poem, and that poem an irregul; 
ther the TubjeAof the rude rtinftrelfy was the feather-cii 
or dn(ky loves, the untutored feelings of the heart teachii 
and fuggcfting founds attempered and attuned to that fiibj 
varied with the fenfe, and the fpontaneous defcant becan 
ode. I am very confident, that the death fongand the warfo 
fuch an influence on the fpirits of amcrican warriors, are : 
and I am confirmed in my opinion, by finding that fevera 
the ancient poetry of uncivilized nations bear this form, 
hidory of Lapland you will find two indancesof the irreg^ 
have great poetical merit, and are well known by the < 



MYRRHA; 



IRREGULAR ODE. 



ARGUMENT. 

IT may be ohjcftcd, that fcenetof horror, like the Aibjcftof the fol- 
lowing little poem, ought rather to be covered with m. veil, orconfigncd 
to oblivion, than introduced to the public eye, in the dftfi flf poetry. 
For my juftification, I (hall rcfort to the authority of the oU gicek tr»- 
ficdiaos, uho thought the dreadfol ftories of CEdipai and Medea aot lUN 
fit for reprcfcncation on the public flage. The mind lotes to hattt her 
leelings roofed, and 1 know no tale more apt to excite tha caaotifliaaof 
tciror and pity than that of Myriha, as related by Ovid, whom I'fciftvtt 
foUowed, in his isctaniorBhofi»— *>|t is th^^ : Myrrba in cwlj fjMMk 
conceives a paifion for tier father Cmyrai ; every aflefiSoHttt tfmfi^ 
every endearing expreflion, every paternal attentioit of the pttcnC fr- 
tally, but innocently, cootribnte to nourifli the criminal d^Ki «! ite 
child. The fire coniumes htr vitals, hci health rapidly dediiMh hcff 
frame Is wallrd away ; her angnifh of mind makes her look Ibffwiid to 
approaching death aiadefimble tcrmioatioa of her folTeripgi | herDiiHe 
i* alarmed at this melancholy fituatioa : (he employs all her arts of iofi- 
nuatic»n to obtain pofleflion of her dreadful feaet, and at length eztoit» 
from her a dll'covcry of her love. 

The nurfe, perceiving that Myrrha muft inevitably fall the viOim of 
her paflion if ilic continued to fuppicfs it, and determined to fave her liff 
even at the price nf her chat-a^er an»i virtue, employs herTclf firft to de- 
viCr the means nfprarifying her wifhcs, and then, which was a talk more 
dimcult, to perfuade Myriha to employ thofe means. 

The wife of Cinyras, and motb« r of Myrrha, was toafllft at a folemn 
iacrificf , and the ftri^iicf!. of religion requiied that the lady (hould fe- 
ciis.^e herfelf from her hulb^nd fomciimc ptcvious to it; the facrifice too 
v.'is tolv p^^rformed in a diilant part of the country. During the tcm- 
^n:2rv li-paiH'^Ion which this occafi'incJ, Cinytas felt certain wants, and 
applied to this nuife, who ajipcars to have been, indeed, a very notable 
pcrfonagr, for the means of lupplying them; Myrrha was introduced to 
i»cr fdithcr in the gloom of ni£;ht and departed before the dawn of day, 
halhfulneAand delicacy* were the pretext ; the intercourfe continued for 
J'ome timr without fufpicion, cuiiofiiy at Ull prevailed ; the unhappy 
father introduced a liiiht, while Mvnha flcpt, and beheld the crimina- 
lity and ihamc, wli-.<:h n'glit an.l lUcucc had at Hiftpioduccd, aqdcon* 
rraled fo luoR. 




M Y R R H A. 



1 HE howling whirlwind fwept the plain. 
The pealing thunder rock'd the ground ; 
The headlong torrent fwell'd amain. 
While, in his wafteful triumph roll'd around^ 
Herds, and flocks and trees, and com, 
Tbe (hepherd and his cot were borne ; 
And Chaos, with a yell, exulting ran 
To mar the beauteous works of oatura and of mai« 
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Ever and anon 

The palpitatingy^akes of ruddj lightening ihone f 

Aboye— below — ^thcy run— they glare— 

With low and fearful howl 

The lion ftarted from his lair. 

Meteors blazing thro* his hair^ 

While on his head, jn nndhioas traiir. 

They hung— *or kindled thro* his mane ; 

Rage and fear his eye-balls fcowl. 

The pines and gnarled oaks before him bend ;:— 

No more his cuftom'd haunts he ^ew. 

Nor thirfted now the prey to rend ; 

Wing'd, wing'd with fear he flew : 

Where waves infuriate vex the rocky ftecp 

He plung'd into the deep. 

Wrapt in many a pitchy cloud 
Night on Hades call'd aloud ;-» 
Aflbciate, wake ! to feafl thine ear. 
The mingled cra(h of ruin hear ; 
AfToeiate, wake 1 and fee, to cheer thy fpritCr 
Works of Chaos, works of Night ; 
AfTociate, hafle, arife, receive, from deftiny, 
A dire oblation meet for Erebus and me. 
Hark, hark — what (hrieks redouble on the wind t 
Along the pathlefs wafle. 
What pale, evanid phantom paft ?^» 
'Tis Myrrha, — faded form, and tortur'd mind t 
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Her garments rentf aod rent her befuto^las bair, 

DiftiUing dank the dro^ of beating mw i 

The wifld-waT'd briafy the brake, and tangled thorn 

Her tender limbs haTe torn. 

And wand'ring purple ftreams the poliftiM iv'ry ftain, — 

Cinyras difjplays the fword. 

Her Tengeful (ire, her lover now no more. 

He waTes the brand, athirft for gore. 

To mark an impious deed with.puni/hment abhorred. 

Oh wretched father ! doubly, doubly loft, 

Lofb to ftrike, and loft to (pare, 

Endlefs (hame, and cndlefs care 

Ru(h upon thy fatal head. 

Peace is gone, and honour fled, 

And hopes and fchemes of good, by ftygian v^irl winds toft. 

The winds are huih'd — the Aotes of anguifti flow ; 
Ceafelefs, thro' the gloom they creep. 
Like ftreams in fparry cavern deep, 
TrickJing conftant, fad, and flow* ■ - 
Spare me, vifions of affright. 
Ye fpedres, teeming thro' the (hades 0fm^ I 
Heav'n is burfting o'er my beadj 
The failing earth recedes where-c'cr I tread. 
Unwilling to foftain the freight 
Of fuch a guilty thing's incumbent weight. 
Oh £iul change f 
Bewilder'd, loft, accurft I range. 
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Nor ought of outward horrors ^nd 

Dire, — as the change in this polluted mincl. 

Oh name for ever dreadful^ ever dear ! 
Lov'd name of fire, no more to fill mine ear ^ 
No more to tune my inatin fong, 
Amidft the virgin throng : 
Oh virgin thi'ongy would faUs allow 
I. were your fitter now I 
To wear, like you, my golden hours ; 
Spotliefs and fweet ye (pring, as tender flowers ; 
And forward look, with hallowM awe, to prove^ 
Th' aufpicious moment of connubial love. — 
There was a time, my father's name 
DifFus'd no blufh, the cheek to flainyr 
Awak'd no wi(h the foul to pain. 
Or tremble thro' the guilty frame ; 
B:it fweet and tranquil, by the moify'celly 
Or rufliy ddl, 

Flow'd attemper*d to the chords, 
Flow'd in foft, fpontaneous words. 
The fecret haunts of Echo found. 
And bade the rural nymphs around 
THeir homefpun ditties ceafe. 
To join in choral (trains of love, and piety, and peace* 

Of love, and piety, and peace — dire change ! 
The furies roand me range ; 



llieihriek—chey dance— an hideoos band* 

And aU ett& their hiiEog fnakes. 

And one the curling Tcnom takesj 

And gires it to my lather's hand.^- 

'* Arm thee for thy daughter's doom^ 

^ Snatch the votive giulty bloom> 

^ Hurl it to the lifters fell, 

** 'Tis a gailand in^et to wreath 

'* Around tlie Ihrines of death, 

** Or palaces of hell. 

" Hurl to us the htdf charmSf 

'< That, bleffingy curft a father's arms/' 

Dear, guildefs partner of a deed pro&ae, 
Oh (pare— detefted and ador'd— 
To wafh away, in blood, our common ftain f 
Oh drop the murderous fword ; — 
Thus abjedty thus defil'd. 
Am I not ftill thy child ? 
By all the joys my natal hour beftow'd| 
When tears of gladnefs flow'd, 
A pure, extatic flood ; 
By all a parent's tender fears, 
That fondly watch'd my helplefs years, 
When playful at thy knees I ftood ; 
By many a foft, delightful hour. 
When my gay prattle, with amuGve pow'r, 
And melting influence ftole, 



Bkod and gentle on thf fonU 

And, as they nact with mine, 

Thy gracious eyes with double<l light W6uld (hln^ ; 

Oh fpare ! 

Shall not thefe thine arm reftrain ? 

Adjurations yet remain 

By the joys — accurfed thought ! 

Ceafe ray tongue with horrors fraught.—— 

Oh night to mem'ry baneful^ and to mem'ry dear ! 

The rolling year ^ 

Shall mark thee, in its courfe, for works of hate; 

Round the facrifice of ill 

Blood of innocents to fpill. 

Annual, the hags of night (hall congregate. 

All powVs of good that night refign their chaise. 

And yelling fiends and harpies roam at large. 

Nor ftarry lamp, nor lunar gleam 

Thro' the murky vapours play ; 

Nor cheering light of village taper beai1l| 

To guide the traveler on his way. 

In earth below let vapours fhine, 

Kindling, burfting from the mine. 

And flame fulphureous deaths 

On many a wretch beneath. 

In hcav*n above, with crimfon glatc, 

Undulating thro* the air^ 

Let meteors fwcep, portentous rolling on ; 
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Whik» fiBOuld'riog round tii* abodes of Aeep^ 
Devouring flames thro' populoos citiw creep. 
Or tcrrch its light funereal Aedsy 
SuUcoj o'er the looumen' headiy . 
Inhere fome fond mother waib her darling (ba. 

The pow'rs Qnteen, with gniky fluil. 
That weaTe th' indiflbluble web of human ill. 
In hallowM rites, and in the ptout thought. 
Unwitting engMiery of evil fought ; 
And bade my mother join the myftic train. 
And feek the diibint fane.-» 
V^hile wafted perfumes from the altar blaz'd. 
And fpicy volumes thro' the temple wreath'd. 
Her hands devote the matron rais*d. 
Her orifons (he meekly breath'd. 
And, as the fragrance reach'd the fky, 
Call'd for blelEngs from on high ; 
For bleffings call'd, in accents mild. 

To crown her hufband and her child* 

What was then the hufband's tafk ? 
What bleffing did the daughter afk ? — 
The hufband and the daughter rufh, to prove 
The fierce exceflcs of inceftuous love. 

In (bunds of agony conftis'd and wild 
I hear thee fhriek, 1 hear thee rave ;— 
Thy treffes on the ground are ftrew'd, 
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Thy bofom is with Uood imbra'd ;— 

I hear thee curfe thy birth ; 

I hear, I hear thee curfe thy guilty child ; 

I fee thee ftretch'd aloog — I fee thee tear the eafth~ 

To find a grave— 

What bufy fiend, what curft malignant pow'r 
RulM my natal hour. 
In fair Lucina's feoiblaace came. 
And touch'd the new-born babe, with ftygian fiame 1 
Better, mine eyes had then for ever dos'd ; 
Better, had I lain exposed 
On favage heath, or mountain wild ; 
Or, like fome vile ncgleded thing, 
l^aih'd againft the favage (bore 
Amidfl the billows' roar : 
Better, had fcrpents, with redoubled ftiog 
The heart yet guiiilcfs found, 
And twin'd and twin'd my little limbs around : 
Better, had vultures borne me to their neft. 
And deep ingulph'd the beak within my breafl ; 
Or kites entomb'd the dire, portentous child. 

The nurfc's care, unhallow'd and unbleft, 
FofterM me, at the breaft. 
The furies faw me to their purpofe grow. 
Like bcateous plants, that rank with poifonblow. 
The growth of ftature and the rip'ning thought 
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T*o riper miichief wrought ; 

Wbile, with my vlul Uood, 

I fed the ferpent bipod. 

That harmlefs feemM and geotler than the dort^ 

Nor fatore inceft feared, id filial Iofc i 

PleasM its luftre to behold, 

lu glofly (pires of Terdant gold ; 

Midft my locks it freely play'd. 

Freely o'er ray bofom ftray'd. 

But foon a dragon vaft, with dire control. 

And OTcr ihadowing wing, 

Pofieft my gloomy foul ; 

And brooding o'er, with mortal fling. 

Infernal rage inflill'd, 

And all my veins with burning venom fillM. 

From a fmall hidden (park my pafEon grew 

An all-confuming fire, 

Fed by unchafte defire ; 

Devoured my pray'rs, devour'd my time^ 

The loves and wifhes of my youthful prime ; 

Devoured my peace, my piety, 

Good thoughts, and fair refervcs« and virgin decency ; 

And laft devour'd my father too. 

With fbme accurfed fpell, 
Pr blandifhroents of hell. 
The front of guilt, that long my foul appall'd, 
An evil woman fmooth'd ; 
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Prieftefs of infernal rite, 

O'cr-ruling influence of that horrid night :— 

Recoiling fcnfe the pois'nous opiate footh'd,— 

My half-reludlant hand (he feiz'd ; 

Remorfe, remorfe had interpos'dy 

Bat interpos'd in vain ; — 

Her guilty voice the minion mifchicfs rais'd. 

And pleafure's vile illufions round (he call'd ; — 

Then fierce defires, a murky train, 

On faint remorfe the doors of niera'ry clos'd.— 

My trembling fteps flie led 

To that accurfed bed ; 

Then— wretched infant, Curft e'er born. 

In gaining life loll and forlorn. 

What defert land — what favage cave, 

While I in madnefs writhe and agonizing^ rave, 

Shall hear thy firft poor feeble cries ? 

Shall give to hated light thy more detefted cyeg i 

By what name (halt thou be ftil'd ?-r- 
Art thou brother, — art thou child ? — 
* I feel thee here with wild affright, — 
The monfter foon (hall fee the light. — 
What ftygian pow'r thy fue commands ? 
What impious deeds await thy little hands ? 
'1 hy mother's doom no more (hall feem the worft. 
When thou (halt rife, more guilty and more curft. 
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*Tlie monftrous legCDds^ fabled crimest 

The ftoiy'd pangs of other times 

Shall live in thee. — The lifter fiends, that wait. 

At Pluto's triple gate. 

Quench their flaming brands, in blood, 

Aod, with the baneful wood. 

O'er the portal of his halls. 

Along the flame-encindur'd walls. 

In cbaraflers of w6e defcnbe thy fate. 

She ceas'd. — From heav'n the h'ghtning came, 

And wrapt her round, in (heets of flame. * 

£therial mifchief, facred fire. 

Weapon of th* almighty's ire, 

I>eYoars the vitals ; fcorches thro' thereias; 

The Iblid melts ; the fluid drains... 

*Ti$ done 'tis done — ^ 

All human form is gone. 

Aad Myrrha lies, a fpeaade of wnttb. 



VERSES 



WRITTEN IN THE DARGLE, IN THE COUNTY OF %VICKLOW. 



Hail fairy fccncs, hail haunted ground, 
Where elves and genii fport around, 
And hear the ruftiing water's fall, 
Or Echo to their revels call. 

Oft will r to the haunts repair, 
Where wil4 flow'rs fcent the balmy air ; 
Where oaks adorn the fhaggy brow 
And torrents murmur hoarfe below, 
Now white with foam, and burfling loud, 
Now da(h*d to many a mifty cloud : 
Or where the glaffy furface fleeps, 
That blackens with o*er-hanging fteeps ; 
And many a tree tliat downward bends, 
And from the parent rock impends, 
Appears to woo, with eager arms» 
7'he river's coy difdainful charms. 
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Tlie hilk their waving line uofold^ 
Retiiiog (oft and fwelliog bold. 
In maoy a fhape, faotaftic rife^ 
And melt in azure to the Ikies.^- 
Here PhGebus, with a lover's heat^ 
Aflaib the naiads coy retreat. 
Between the roouotains dopes his beam. 
And plays in gold along the ftream \ 
His Tagrant light bewilder'd roves. 
Or ileeps eofnar'd among the groves. 

*Twas here, perhaps, feme chieftain bold. 
Some mighty mao, in years of old, 
Pro£ining friendfhip's hallow'd name, 
When England's Tons infidious came. 
Beneath the freebom oaks defy'd. 
The fierce invader's tyrant pride, 
And heard, in every breeze, from far 
The Ihrieks of woe, the (houts of war. 
And (aw from far the fignal fire. 
On many a mountain's top afpire*^- 
Around the chief, a hardy band. 
Of fearlefs heart, and puifTant hand. 
When pealing on the watch of night. 
Load came the roar of diflant fight. 
Have fternly daHi'd the fpear and fhield. 
And fiercely daim'd the promised field ; 
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Tncn rufliM, a headlong torrtot, down 
To fpoil the vallies once their own. — 
Returning red with engli(h bloody 
Beneath thefc (hades, perhaps, they flood ; 
Spread tlie rude feafl* and (har'd the prey. 
And heard the mlnflrel's folemn lay. 
Recount the prodigal of breath. 
The martial pride, th' illuflrious death* 

For here, in old heroic times, 
The minftrel wak'd his lofty rhymes ; 
He tun'd the harp, be bade them flow, 
Attemper'd to the flream below. — 
WhenEngland would a land enthrall,* 
She doom'd the mufes Tons to fall ; 
Left virtue*s hand fhould ftring the lyre. 
And feed with fong the patriot fire. 
Lo, Cambria's bards her fury feel ; 
See, Erin mourns the bloody ftcc). 
To fuch a fcene, to fuch a fhade, 
Condemned, profcrib'd, tlie poet ftray'd. 
. T he warrior rais'd his buckler high. 
To fliade the fon of harmony j 

* Spcnfcr, in hiseffay on the flate of Ireland, among other mcaCircs 
for reducing this country to perfect fubjc^on, propofcs to extirpate 
the race of mindrels. — And Edwurd when he wiihed to complete the 
conqiieft of Wales, put the bards to death. Poets in %11 ages luvc ieca 
fiicodi of liberty. 
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And while he fung with ikill pfxifimady 
A grove of laonces briftled fouikL 

Oh ftill, methinksy thefe wilds retaioy 
The tokens of th' heroic train. 
On eT*ry rock below, above, 
Engrav'd I read the patriot love f 
And hear in er'ry waving tree 
A Yoice that whifpers — liberty. 
I read in eT*ry plant and flow'r, 
•* Tis bafc to own a'tjrrant pow*r," — 
The ftream that londly roaring flows, 
And o'er the rocks impetuous goes, 
Would feem to elude, in £incy's ear. 
The {elfifli aim, th' enervate fear. 

A grateful horror dwells around. 
The pow'rs are near — ^that awful ^nd ! — 
And now, the myftiq forms I (ee ; 
The genius of each facred tree. 
And you, ye fofter tribes below. 
That teach the burfting ftream to flow, 
I fee you (hoot athwart the gkde. 
Where moon-light breaks the chequer'd fliade. 

Sweet rural pow'rs, be ever near ; 
With awful murmurs foodi mine ear. 
So, ne'er may gothic art invade. 
So, ar'rice ne'er pro£uie the fluuie ; 



ODE TO SINCERITY. 

Arise, in majefty confcft, 

Sincerity, thou facred day-fpring of the bread 

Thine eye the felon paflions fear, 

The mental monflers difappear ; 

Like prowling tribes, from Phoebus' ken. 

With light unwonted ftruck and aw'd, 

That hide, within the murky den ; 

Bafc fear, hypocrify and fraud. 

Deceit, like the hyxna fell. 

And calumny, with ccafelcfs yell, - 

And low-born craft, and felfifh art. 

Shrink to the inmoft windings of the hollow heart. 

7 he clouds difpcrfe — the vapours fly 

Wide o'er th' untroubled plain of blue tranfluccnt flcy, 
Eflfulgencc mild, fcrenely bright, 
A flood of glory waves its light ; 
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Celeftial fymphonies refouod. 

My heart expands my foul is ai r 

A fpirit lifts me from the ground,— 
I hall the form divinely fair ; ' 

Yes Thou art here th' elated foul 

Exulting owns thy proud control ; 

She comes in majefly confeft. 

Sincerity, the facred day-fpring of the breaft. 

Aufpicious to the race of man. 
The fates ordain'd thy birth ere eldeft time began ; 
And bade the fons of earth, in thee, 
Bear the rich (bmp of deity ; 
When innocence difplay'd her charms. 
The rirgin blufh of orient dye. 
And courage woo'd her to his arms. 
The chief of haughty heav'n-ward eye ; 
Within the temple of the mind. 
The god of light their wifties join'd. 
And er'ry virtue haiPd the mom, 
When thou, their eldeft hope, fincerity, wert born. 

From crowds and courts thy parents fled ; 
They nurft thee in the low fequefter'd peafant's fhed ; 
For paflions vile, with fury fir'd, 
Againft thy tender youth confpir*d ; 
The tracklefs wild and ftiaggy glen, 
Where hunters rang'd and lions roar'd ; 
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The caves aod huts of favage men. 

Thine infant footfteps firft cxplor'd^ 

'Tilf lur'd by freedom's twful ftiaim , 

Thy light adorn'd the grecian pluas i 

Then mighty Rome ador*d thy charms. 

And fed thy Tefbd flame, amidft thedin of arms. 

Thy fifters, truth and liberty, 
And gen'rous a6h and aims thy beauteous offspring be ; 
Chafte guardian of the facred cells ! 
Where each delighted Tinue dwells. 
The fainted band thine inflsence boa(b ; 
By kindred intuition fhown, 
From breafk to breaft of heav'nly hofts. 
Thro' thee feraphic thoughts are known ; 
The prophet's lip dirinely bold, 
Thro' thee was touch'd with fire of old. 
When, zealous for th' almighty's law, 
He fmote the fcepter'd wretch with fliame and confcious swe . 

Thy pow'r the patriot boibm proved. 
By popular acclaim, or tyrant frowns, unmor'd ; 
And, taught by thee, the fervent tongue 
Checks the bold ftrides of giant wrong ; 
Erewhile, in academic (hade. 
Thou led'ft th' ingenuous ftcps of youth ; 
And, uught by thee, die porch fuivey'd 
The radiance of thy Cfter truth ; 
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Thoo with the joft athenian * dwek | 

Thy mighty charms the Catoi ftk ; 

Infpir'd by thee, by thee fufiaia'dy 

The Fife of pnaic foes praod Rcgslos difdaa'd. 

But fiitnd&dpf chief, is ail dune own. 
She droops, (he hmg^iflies, Ihe dies, when thou art flown ; 
Her ibulthoa art, her genial heat^ 
Informing nenre, and Tital beat j 
Thine is the gen'rous ecftacy, 
Sutfofire, mantling o'er the fiure, 
Th' expanfiye heart, the kindling eye. 
The ftraining of a dear embrace ; 
She flies from art, (he fcorns difguife, 
But moft from fraud, and falfehood flies ; 
Thou too muft nurfe the little loves. 
And tend their rofeate bow'rs, their fprings, and myrtle grorcs. 

And what is Hymen wanting thee ? 
The fiend of dire defpair and cruel foreery, 
£Tok*d by priefts with muuer'd fpell ; 
From murky pits of deepeft hell ; 
His fway becomes a tyrant's reign^ 
Unlefs thou mak'il his altar bright, 
His filken band a galling chain, 
Uoiefs thou lend'ft his torch thyJight; 

• Ariftidcs. 
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His altar elfe will foon exhale* 

A lurid fmoaky a pois'nous gale ; 

His torch a ftygian brand become. 

To guide the mourner's foot, and (how th' jmtimel/ tomb. 

Chafte nymph, may ne*er brutality. 
Or (plcen, or rancour bafe, or favage cruelty, 
A/Tame thy form, thy name profane. 
To give the feeling bofom pain j 
May woman's foft and pliant foul 
Thy pure refining cares employ, 
Lefl fafhion, with her vile control. 
The native innocence deflroy, 
By monitors unworthy taught 
To hide th' exalted glowing thought, 
Or education's fordid toil 
With crafi, and mean difguife the virgin bofom foil. 

Where mazy paths of life divide, 
Thy pure and fleady light, (hall be my faithful guide ; 
Full oft deceiv'd, believing ftill, 
Diftrufl fhall ne'er my bofom fill ; 
No — till I fink in endlefs deep, 
^ hy wonted influence thou (halt hold ; 
My tongue thine hallowed law fhall keep, 
Not rudely firm, nor harftily bold ; 
Come, fill my foul, inform my heart, 
Prcfcrve me pure from fordid art, 
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Uobrib'd by wealth, by pow?r onaw'd. 

To flattery's menial taik, or bafe degenerate fraud. 

Chafte pow'r ! if, ftill, with hallowed awe. 
From earlieft youth, my tongue hath kept thy law, 
Unbiafi'd from the fleady plan, 
By fortune's frown, or fpite of man. 
Thy iacred guerdon let me find. 
Some kindred foul, refponfive heart ; 
His eye fhall read mine inmoft mind, 
I'll make him of myfelf a part ; 
But never let me prove the fling. 
That in the wounded foul doth fpring. 
When poor credulity muft mourn. 
In fad funereal weed, round parted friendfhip's urn. 

One dearer bleffing, yet, be mine. 
And life's afpiring aims, and pageants I refign ; 
Give me fome faithful female breaft. 
And let my weary foul have reft ; 
Too long, too long, with many a wound, 
My heart hath bled where moft it lov'd. 
When feeking thee, deceit I found ; 
And hop'd for truth, and falfehood prov'd ; 
Give roe, if fuch a maid there be, 
A maid inform *d by truth and thee. 
Untainted, in this cruel age. 
With fatal thirft of gold, and diflipation's rage. 



ODE 



TO TMt 



MOON. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



ALMOST all writers arc liable to the miflake, of fuppofing, thai 
what is perfcftly familiar and intellifjiblc to thcmfclvcs, muft be equallf 
plain to their readers ; and this is an abundant fburce of obfcurity. I 
mud confcfs I was under the influence of this error, when I 6r(l pub- 
£flicd the Ode to the Moon, and confcquently was not a little furprifed, 
to find it arraigned for obfcurity and want of connexion. I had like 
Gray, on a fimilar occifion* paid my readers the compliment, of Aip^ 
pofing them {o well informed and intelligent, as to render notes expla- 
natory needlefs. But I found myfclf miftakcn ; at lead the Reviewers, 
who, by the by, arc not always ver)- good or vcr}' fair judges of poeti- 
cal merit, were plcafed to remark tli.it ia tracing the errors of the moon, " 
1 myfelf had wandered out of tlic regioiis of common fcnfe. It may not 
be amifs, therefore, to apprilc the reader, that my obje^ in the fol- 
lowing poem was to collet in one view, the moft remarkable proper- 
ties of the moon, her beauty and fplendor, her utility, her power of 
producing the flux and reflux of the fca, the imaginary qualities at- 
tributed to her l.y ancient mythology and fable — the influence, 
which Hie is now fuppofed topoHlfs over the vegetable and animal fyf- 
tern, and above all, her powerful eJfc^s on the human mind. — Such 
was the fcopc of this poem; the naturj of lyrical compoHtion would 
not admit that I fliould detail thi:. plan, or purfue it with the fulnefs and 
precifion of didaflic poetry ; hut if the indulgent reader will take the 
trouble of carr>'ing in his mind this flcetch of the writer's dcC^n ; 1 flat- 
ter myfelf, he will 6nd the Ode to the Moon neither wholly obfcurc, 
nor devoid of method and conuedion. 

f Sec Grays advcrtifemcnt to the progrcfs of poetry, a pindaric ode. 



ARGUMENT. 



THE moon invoked, from the bowers, where, accorcing to the oM 
mythological poets, fhe is fuppofcd to keep Endymion entranced.— In 
what imperial majefty the fall moon appears, iiirrounded by the ftars 
and planets, while (he and they, according to the platonic notion, roll 
on, in their refpeftivc courfcs, to the mufic of the fpheres. — ^Thc ap- 
pearances produced, by the moon's gravitation to the earth, as her pri- 
mary planet, and to the fun, as centre of the folar fydem— The efTed 
of thefe two difTcrent gravitations, fometimes confpiring, fometimes op- 
poicd to each other, compoonded with the progreflive motion of the 
moon, along with the earth in the terreftrial orbit round the fun to 
confound the form of the lunar orb, and render the motion of the moon 
f jmetimes direct, and fometimes retrograde. — ^The progress of the mooii 
thro* the clouds and meteors of heaven, in her nocturnal courfe.— Sup- 
pofed power of the moon in fhedding mifts and vapours, and commu- 
nicating certain powers, whether noxious or falutary, to plants and 
herbs ; and alio of diflfufmg certain vapours or exhalations that have a 
powerful effcO on the h^man frame.— Beauty and utility of the moon*s 
light— the beafts of prey and midnight fpoilers avoid it.— EiTc A of gra- 
vitation towards the moon in producing tides.— £fle£l of the moon, in 
changing the weight of the air, that preflcs on the furfacc of the hu- 
man body, and thereby diibrdering the brain.— Defcription of madnefs — 
pf a mad-hoofc— -An amiable young woman deprived of reafon. — Per- 
sons of genius and (faxing imagination more liable to madnefs.— Mad- 
pefs, in fuch perfons, a more melancholy fpeflacle from a recolle^lion 
of the (ad reverfe.— The author deprecates from himfclf, tlyit greatcd 
pf all calamities, lofs of reafon. 
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Changeful orb, myftenous powv. 

Look firom the meridian tow'r. 

Where, with thy loy'd EDdimioD bidiog, 

Morpheus keeps 

Tlie foont of dewy deeps. 

The boy*s foft eyes in downy trances hidingi 

And wreaths around his head 

No common flow'rs, that bright and gay 

Court Aurora's wanton ray, 

Or bold and obrious o'er the field 
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To vagrant galeS their flaunting bofoms yield 5 

But flowVs, a facred birth, that chaftly bloom, 

Drink the moifture of the gloom, 

And in the morn expire, within their Tirgin bed 9 

Or bands of vapour light 

As gofTamer, and white 

As drifted fnow> 

And lucid as the dawn. 

Or gaily-tin dlur'd fillets drawn 

From heaven's afluiing bow. 

Changeful orb, the fong i&fpire^ 
Deicant bold, unwonted fire ; 
Let the numbers range, like thee. 
Id harmoniz'd variety ; 
Let me feel thy potent fpell^ 
Let thy magic influence dwell 
On my brain, 

And vibrate thoughts, and kindle words. 
And teach the full-refounding chords, 
Xo fpeak the wonders of thy proud domaia. 

When feated, like a youthful queen. 
By meaner beauties circled round, 
'Midft heav'nly choirs in ftate majeftic fecn. 
Thou com'ft with light imperial crown'd. 
The fpirits, that with guiding hand 
Planets roll, and ftars command. 
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Pour the choral warblings wide. 

Bid the deep melodious tide 

From orb to orb*, from fphere to fpherc, 

Tbc Boating wayes of mufic bear ; 

The liquid ootes thro' fpace unbounded thrilly 

And fun and earth and ftars the diapafon filL 



• The planets, including the fun and moon, are fcvcn in number ; 
an obfcrvation which inftantly reminded the ancient philofophers, of 
the heptachord or fcvcn ftringed lyre. This lyre comprifed two tc- 
trachords, united by one common found, which in the diatonic genus, 
give the following fcries of tones: fi, ut, re, mi, fa, fol, la, Suppofc 
the Moon reprefcnted by fi, Mercury will then be rcprcfcntcd by ut, 
Venus by re, the Sun by mi, Mars by fa, Jupiter by fol, and Saturn by 
la ; thus, the diftancj of the Moon fi to Mercury ut, will be a femitone; 
that of Mcrcur>' ut to Venus re, will be a tone ; that is to fay, the dif- 
tance from Venus to Mercury will be double' that of Mtrair)' to the 
Moon. Such was the 6r(l celt dial lyre. 

Two firings were afterwards added, to defignate the interval 1)C- 
tween the Earth and the Moon, and the diftance from Saturn to the 
fixed ftars. The two tetracliords, comprifed in this new lyre, were 
fomctimes fuppofcd <!isjun^, and ftrung according to the chromatic genas^ 
which gives proportions between the ferics of tons,- didfcrent from 
tbofe of the diatonic. Here is an example of this new lyre. 

FiRST TETRACIIOtD. 

From the Earth to the Moon - - a tone. 

From the Moon to Merciuy a half tone. 

From Mercury to Venus - - a half tone. 

From Venus to the Sim • a tone and half. 



SECOND TETRACIIORO. 



From the Sun to Mars 
From Mars to J'.ipiter 
From Jupiter to Suturn 
From Saturn to the fixed ftars 



a tone. 

a half tone. 

a hall* tone. 

a tone a:iJ half. 
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From the golden fount of morn* ' 

Rifiog with repleni(h'd horn 
To pour the floods of andolttbg lights 
0*er the level plains of night ; 
Thou dofty with divided care^ 
Thrid the mazy path in air ; 
And nowy thy Cfter earth with fond afle6tion tend» 
Now, to the fun with humble reverence beod» 
And oft return, with kind delay. 
And often feek, as lovers ufe. 
Some amorous excufe, 
Near the kindred orb to ftay. 

As this fcalc gives Ccren notes inllead of fix* which complete the 
o£lave, the intenral from Saturn to the fixed (hurs, and that from Venus 
to the fun, is fomctimes diminiflied, by a tone, in order to obtain the 
mod perfe^ of conibnanccs. Other Tiriations have been intitxiticed 
into the fcale, by placing the fan below, inftead of above, Veuns tmi 
Mercury. 

To apply thcfe proportions to the diftances of the heavenly bodies, 
each tone is fuppofied to be equivalent to xa6/)00 (bdia, 4761 leagact, 
and aflaming this for an clement, there was no difficulty, in meai'ur- 
ing the diftanee between the earth and the (tarry heavens. This fpace 
increafes or diminilhes as the proportion is more or Ufs attached to cer- 
tain harmonical proportions, in the preceding fcale, the dlAance of the 
Clars from the fun, and that of the fun from the earth, are in the rati# 
of a fifth or of three tones and an half. 

, Such was the chimerical fyilem adopted by the lively inragination of 
the early pbilofophers of Greece ; rcfpraing the harmony of theoclef- 
tbl bodies. The foregoing account is extra^ed froia the travels of 
▲nadiar^rs, roU j, page 184. of the caglUh trauflation. 
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Hark ! thy pied coarfers beat 
The fbrry-pa?'d retreat. 

With founding hoof, and roll*d thro' many a cloud 
That the fiiver axles fhroud, 
Halfreveal'd, 
Half conceal'd, 

Thy glitt'ring chariot moves from far ; 
While, beoeathy in frolic maze, 
Claocing quick the meteor plays, 
And elemental fquadrons rufh to war. 
It movesy it da(hes round the treafures 
Of future mi{tp and hail, and ftorm, and rain 
Heap'd along th' etherial plain. 
Lightly o'er the (ky 
Difperft they fly, 

Or feeking earth in gentled fhow'rs. 
Bathe, but bruiie not vernal flow'rs. 
And feed Pomona's hope, and fhepherd's lufty pleafuret. 

Oft, in thy path thou mect'ft the wain of night ; 
At firft, with wild affright. 
She ftays her dufky team, 
Fearful, left the god of day. 
With rude ufurping beam. 
Had rulh'd, to feize her old legitimate fway ; 
But foon difcems, in thee, 
Th' adbciate of her reign. 
O'er th' illimiuble wafte domain ; 
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And DOWy from terror free, 

lo gratulation bland. 

Her dewy gifts (he pours, ynfidi bounteous htncL 

Diftill'd from baneful flow'rs, 

The tribute falls in chilly fhow'rs, 

From fteaming mine, or putrid fen. 

From Doifome cells of dying men, 

The city's crowd, the reeking forge, 

The cavem'd vent, where inward flames difgorge, 

Empoifbn'd elements arife, 

Night, along th' cxpanfive fkies. 

In urns of lead collects them all. 

Concentred bane, on earth to fall f 

The cold folanum, deadly yew 

Circled round with vapours blue. 

And evVy plant that Colchos knew. 

The copious feeds of evil drain 

By thee fuWim'd ; — each verdant vein 

Labours with juice malign and dark. 

That uints the vital flood, and kills the genial fpark. 

Many a fubtilc fpritc 
Floats in thy magic light. 
Sailing wanton h^re and there. 
Touching wide at evVy fphei c ; 
And, as the bee, with chcmic pow'r, 
Some virtue draws from cv'^ flowV, 
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£acb> in his Toyage thro' the ddc^ on highf 

From CT'ry lucid orb that rolU siQng ]bt ikjTf 

Myfterious charms, and ftellar thinj^s 

Of high pervading influence brings, 

Then ftoops for good or ill tP oicn» 

And thro' their pores 

Inftills the wonder-working ftorcs } 

They nimUj coiif fe, th^y ihrpb, tkfiy hm. 

Thro* ev'ry vital feat ; 

Swifter than glancing thought. 

Some flrange effed ts wrought, 

That calculation fhames, and ftudy's v;iUBtine ken. 

When thou wouldfl thy ppifons blend. 
And on earth infedtion fend. 
By the halo round 
In a magic circle bound. 
Thy beams retire ; 
And, mix'd and temper'd there 
With exhalations breath'd from Saturn*s Iphere, 
Contagious blaft and livid death tranfpire. 

But now, on ladder fvrpofe Ueat, 
Thou bid'ft the noxious damps recede. 
And forth thy gracious meleogcrs arc ^at. 
With filver light to clothe the mead ; 
Along the dewy green. 
Where fairy prints arc feen, 
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Along the mountaid's hoary (ide. 

Along the ftreams that fmoothly glide. 

O'er the hamlet, o*er the lea, 

0*cr the gently-fwelling fea. 

Where they tremble, wherfc they play, 

G'er the fpirc and caftle grey, 

The waving trees, the fullen wafte. 

Thy beams, a gorgeous robe, their floating ti/Tue cafL 

To thee the fcrecch-owl cries. 
The wolf to thee, and all the tribes of prey 
That fhun the honefl day, 
And fhrink from human eyes. 
They call thee not to gild the midnight hour ; 
They deprecate thy pow'r ; 
They call thee, with a duflcy cloud. 
Thy beauteous face to (hroud ; 
"Till the nightly fpoil is won, 
'Till the feaft of blood is done, 
'Till the hand of fleep is fpread 
O'er the eye-ball glaring red, 
And deep within his den the glutted favage lies* 
Nor beafls alone that prowl for food. 
More favage men thine influence feel : 
Thy virgin prefence daunts 
The robber, in his haunts ; 
Th' aflaffin ftays th' uplifted fteeU 
Aad, when he feej the vi«5lim nigh, 
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And ^en the poo yard diirfis for Uoody 
Smote 1^ thy facrcd eye, 
He feels an icy dart 
Transfix his coward heart, 
Andres. 

At thine awful call. 
From their wat'ry hall. 
Where pillar'd waves fuftain the dome, 
And fretted vaults of fculptur'd foam ; 
The rifing tritons pipe around. 
Their fifter nereids at the found advance. 
They join in myftic dance, 
And roll the treafures of the vaft profound, 
An oflPring due to thee, 
Whatever thine influence be. 
Apparent queen, 
Offpells, and myftic works, and witchery unfeeo* 

Ha ! — it flafhes on ray brain — 
Give me — give fome horrid ftrain. — 
Th* • incumbent air confcfTcs 
The baneful freight 
Of lunar beams. 
Shot forth in viewlcfs ftreams ; 



* Dr. Mead in hit treatife de impcrio (blis et lunz, endeavours to ac- 
count for the influence of the moon on the human brain, on the fame 
principle of gravitation, by which Sir Ifaac Newton explains the theory 
ff tides. 
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Andy with unwonted wetgliCf 

The brain to chaos prefTes. 

£ther falls— it cnifhes 

Thought—- the blood mth tide unequal mftes* 

Hurried) hurried thro' the veins. 

Throbs 9 and wild tumultuous pains. 

Fiercely thrilling, keenly beating, 

With infernal ardours heating ; 

And now — fubGding to & leideft iiov 

Still and languid, cold and low. 

The black infe^ed fluids feebly creep. 

Like thofe lethean flreaiiSs, ^here ghofts fof tyer WCej^ 

Madnefs, with her mo6dy biodi 
Owns thy plcni-lunar hand ;* 
Her matted locks in wild amazement ftare i 
With fiery red her eye-balls glare ; 
Her mouth fuffuft'd with bloody foaifi. 
In airy voids her glances roam 
To fcek the forms of pain ; 
And ah 1 no voids to madnefs — (he 
Peoples them all with dire variety ; 
Demons circle round her head, 
Harpies tend her thorny bed, , 
And lakes of fire expand, and ftas of blood. 
And fury paffions jar, 

« 1 have rifqucd the word plcni-lunar after the example of Miitaiit 
wlio has the expreitioa ** inter-lunar cave," 
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With wild tempeftuous war, 

And (hapelefs horrors rife, and fhades that kill, 

And ever-varjing clouds of namele/s iilj 

Along the dire horizon brood : 

A thoufand forms of guilt, remorfe and pain. 

All hideous hateful things compofe her fullen reign« 

Stranger to repofe, 

A deadly pale her hollow cheek overflows ; 

Smote by the fumroer's fun and winter's wind. 

The reftlefs corfe with eager famine pinM; 

And now, widi rending hand her hair fhe graips,' 

Now to her naked breafl the galling chain (he cUlps« 

Madnefs, I know thee by thy yell, 

Eldeft bom of hell. 

Oft, at midnight hour, 
Madnefs, IVe mus'd befide thy bow'r. 
The walls preclude the human Gght^ 
The roof alone receives the light ; 
From the living tomb, 
Thro* the filent gloom, 
Faintly darts a dckly gleam ; 
The nightly taper fends a beam. 
To mark the chamber of difmay. 
Where, remov'd from light of day, 
■^The tortur'd wretch is bound ; 
No parent, fripnd, or confort nigh, 
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No foothiDg hand, no pitying eye. 

The clanging whips refound, 

The horrid keeper's frown is there. 

The fhrieks of rage, and pain, and fear 

O piteous was that moan ! 

And now, a deeper groan 

Succeeds — the ftruggle of imprifonM breath, 

The long drawn note of agonizing detth. 

Paufe, oh ! paufe, thou din of fear ; 
Thro* the darknefs gliding mild. 
Far other fli ains I hear, 
Sweet as woodland notes and wild; 
Strange melody — they fink — and now they fwell | 
Tales of unconfcious mifery they tell j 
Burfts of fairy muCc flow, 
Softly-foothing founds impart 
Pangs, that harrow up the heart. 
More than fhrieks of woe. 
More, than confliding nature's cry. 
When direfl forms of death are nigh ; 
When torments fearch the quiv'ring vein, 
And weary life contends with pain ; 
They tell, how very foon, 
In happy being's noon, 
In vernal beauty's rofcate pride, 
When hope with promife warm, 
And pleafurc's halcyon charm, 
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In finlliog profpe^i fhow'd the level tide ( 

A fultry blight, a livid flame, 

Devouriog madoefs came 

And challenged for her own the bud of joathp 

And teeming gems of piety and truth, 

And bade her ruthlefs demons rove* 
. With hurried ravage, thro' the gentle mind, 

And tear that breaft, by heaven affign'd, 

The fair unfuilied fhrine of innocent love. 

But frenzy chief, with fierce control. 
Goads, goads the tuneful foul ; 
Lo ! by her band, in (hiver'd fragments hurl'd. 
The iacred mirror, that expreft 
The maker's image, full confeft. 
Id faireft forms of this fublunar world ; 
The feelings all in outrage borne ; 
The wond'roQs net perplex'd and torn. 
Where mem'ry erft, by genius taught, 
Immortal vifions caught ; 
A viewlefs train, the furies fpread 
Their mande o'er the poet's head ; 
Hell-painted texture, warping round 
A curtain clofe, a gloom profound ; 
With horrid ftrains all holy tilings they chacc, 
*And pour th' expanfive veil o'er nature's goodly face. 
No more, the mind, with grateful change, 
TV ideal train arrays ; 



HEALTH. 



AN 



IRREGULAR ODE. 



OH thou, that can'ft to being ieod 
It's brighteft charms, thou furefl friend. 
Of poverty and toil ; 
OJi come, in ruffct ftole array'd, 
Sweet blooming child of ftrength and temperance. 
Capricious, lovely maid. 
In meafures light, thy fportive fteps advance. 
Round thee call the zephyr band. 
Lead die plcafures, hand in hand. 
Innocent and gay delight 
Young Ideas, fancies bright. 
The meaneil things thy fmiJe endears. 
The darkell fcene thy prefence cheers. 
While borne around on gladfome wing, 
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Thou bid'ft the pealant at his labour fing. 

And force fubfiftence from the rugged foil ; 

The fcanty comforts of his humble ftate 

Afford a brighter fate, 

Than all the pomp that eaftem thrones difplay, 

Barbaric gold, and gems, and proud imperial fway. 

When health was born, the expanfe of nature iinil'd ; 
Aod brighter flow'rets deck'd the fpangled earth. 
Id gratulatioo, at the birth. 
Of that aufpicious child ; 
The fbng of birds refounded thro' the grove. 
And all the living kinds rcnew'd their leagues of lore. 
Nor Mars with hoflile influence reign'd, 
Nor leaden Saturn had th' afcendant gain*d ; 
The dog-fUr flepti within his lurid (phere ; 
Aod each afcendant orb, and every powV 
That ftellar influence (heds, 
0*er created heads. 
On that aufpicious hour, 
Rofe gentle and benign. 
Of love, and peace, and bleft fertility the flgn ; 
The ftar of Venus (hone with peerlefs ray. 
And pofted to the twins, to meet the god of day. 

When bleifed, bleffed health was born. 
Nor blighting wind, nor taking air. 
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Nor gloomy cloud, nor torrid glare 

Deformed the goodly morn ; 

Nor whirlwind ploughM the fait profound. 

Nor earth-qaakes heay'd the trembling gro«iid. 

Nor comet roll'd bts dire portentous traiO) 

Nor wav'd his horrid hair, (o fludbe from ta^. 

Fell harbinger of human pain» 

Famine and peftiieace and witr ; 

The fofl'ring fburce of li^ and life was feen. 

All temp'rate and ferene. 

To hold his glorious march. 

And fweep his path oblique, along th' ecliptic arch* 

The dryads brown and oread maids 
Nurft thee, 'midil their hills and ftiades* 
The naiads bore thee to their coJdeft %cbgs^ 
To Dirce's fountain, Peneus chill. 
And Aganippe's limpid rill. 
Full many a rural found 
Lull'd thee to fleep. 

The low of oxen, and the bleat of ftieop. 
Or voice of tender kid from airy ftcep ; 
And fhepherd*s pipe with artlefs A^te, 
Refponiive to the. linnet's throat. 
Borne on the breeze, and undulating round. 
1 heo wert thou cradled on the zephyr's wing. 
With fofteft down o'erfpread ; 
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The breezes waT*d around thy head, 

And tafts of goflamer compot'd thy neft. 

Prom heath and thyme, and ev'ry herb, that grows 

O'er the fteep mountain's lowering browSf 

From ev'ry filken bell, and flowVet pale ; 

That paints th' enamellM Tale, 

A thooland baJmy fweets the genii ftole ( 

Purfued the bees ne^lareous toil, 

Then wafted round the fragrant (poil, 

^nd winnow'd the bland air, their treafures to difpenfe. 

Fled, from the nolfome damps, and gloom profound, 

"Hiat wrap the populous city round, 

From luxury, that (Inks on beds of down, 

^nd revel fwoln and pale, 

-^d flrcn floth*s enchanted bow'rs, 

*^th fun-burnt reapers, and the woodman brown, 

^'^c fccn thee breaft th' invigorating gale ; — 

-And draughts of life with every breeze inhale.'— 
^^^K that jolly, jolly fong.— 
•'^'^'^old the ruftic throng ;— 

'"^>Vn'd with wheat, and mountain flow'rs, 

*^h jocund fteps, they pace the mead, 
'^^ harvefl home in blamelefs triumph lead.— 

^ fecn thee, health, anticipate die dawn, • 

*^ing with footfteps light, the dewy lawn ; 
^^'^ heard thee call thy florid train ; — 
^Tic hounds uncouple, fwell the horn, 
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** Beat the co?crt> roufe the morn ; 

" The flag unharbour'd feeks the plain^— - 

** Down the vallies, up the fteep» 

•* Let the draining courfer fweep. 

*' Let him dafli thro' coverts dim» 

•* Thio' the roariag torrent fwim ; 

** To yonder city turn thine eye, 

•• Where brooding clouds of dark infedlion lie f 

*' Come, trace with me, the nieadows fair, 

*' And drink in life and joy, with draughts of pureft air* 

Along the tawny fands and fhelves, 
IVc heard, with thee, the billow's roar, 
Da(hing on the pebbled (hore ; 
Andfeen thee fport, among the dapper elves; 
Where-e'cr the birds of ocean roam. 
That flirllly fcreara, and wander wide, 
IJght tliey tread the briny foam. 
Light the fea-born gale bedride ; 
While the tritons, from beneath. 
Fill the conch with vocal breath. 
Piping to th' unwieldy flock, 
Of feals and ores, and monders of the maio. 
That leave the dark recefTes of the rock. 
And roll along the liquid plain ; 
Obedient to the call, they feek the land, 
And bafk, profufely ftretchM, on hills of tepid faod^ 
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The hauot of freedom, and the plains. 
Where patriot ardour glows, 
Aader'/y art and ev'ry fcience reigns : 
And oft, thy wayward feet have ftra/d. 
Where, groaning with the gold of fouthem Ind, 
Indignant Tagus flows.— 
Why doft thou love to dwell, 
Where clouds of ignorance impervious roll, 
Heap'd, each on each, a leaden atmofphere ;— 
Cheerlefs and drear ? 

Thine influence cannot reach th' infected foul: 
For ruthlefs tjn^anny, combin'd 
With fupeiftition^s fouicft form, 
From dungeon deep and monkifh ceU, 
Sends forth the lurid ftorm. 
That, fcatter'd wide, the bloom of genius bears ; 
Wild, from the root, the growth. of virtue tears. 
And glooms a tenfold night, on man's imbruted mind* 

And why, capricious maid, 
When youth and innocence invoke thine aid. 
Why £ules thy dimple fleek. 
Thy rofeate hue, from the foft virgin's cheek ? 
From plain to plain, from flcy to fky. 
Her weary fteps thy flight purfue ; 
Her gentle fighs thy prcfcncc woo ; 
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And in thy places a ruthlefs bandy 

Difeafes keen, extend their iron hapdy 

O'er the foft manfion of untainted thought. 

With dawning hopes, etherial wiHies, fraught ; 

And thro' the kind and peaceful breaft. 

While weary pantings ftay the lab'ring breaths 

With fome unwonted weight oppress 

Unutterable anguifli fpread. 

Then finks the beauteous head. 

In early doom unmeet. 

Drooping with the damps of death ; 

Like a fair lily, pale and fweet, 

That mourns the north-wind's tyrant pow*r. 

Or on its fblk declines, beneath the driving (how'r* 

Oh health, how blindly doft thou rove 1 
Thou deareft gift of heav'n. 
Like gold, at random giv'n ; 
Caufelcfs, alike, thine hate and love. 
Why, from the bounteous hand and noble heart, 
Profufely dpft thou run. 

To pour thy golden boon, all froward as thou art. 
On Epicurus' fty, and riot's thoughtlefs fbn ? 
Why blaft the lover's hope, and maiden's truth j 
Yet,, with licentious youth, 
In .feats of riot dwell? 
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Where nuroades infufiaf e howl, 

Aod| chang'd by fliat enchsmted bowl» 

CiFcean monfters yell ;— 

WEy rail, with wild defiFCt 

Unhallow'd thoughts to feed. 

And wake licentious deed. 

In tides of purple fire^ 

Throbbing, burfting every vein, 

Till frenzy fire the heated brain i 

Capncious nymph. Why doft thou flee^ 
When anxious myriads wait 
Th' eventful crifis of the public weal. 
And raife the fuppliant hands, and eyes> and voice to thee i 
Ev'n while a fingle breaft. 
With patriot cares pofTeft, 
A Cngle arm, with warlike might endued. 
Devoted to the tafk of public good, 
Sufpended, holds a nation's trembling fate* 
^ Come, radviqt health, from that ferene abode, 
« Fafl by the throne of God, 
«• The darling of our wifhes heal ; 
** Oh hear a nation's cries, and with our guardian ftay ! 
Far diftant borne, thou wing'ft thy way. 
Nor doft thou leave a blank.— —When thou art fled, 
The family of pain 
Advance, a pale and ghafUy train, 
Ruthlefs and dread, ' 
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To bJaft th' exertions of the godlike miod, 

That graips the expanfive weal of human kind» 

And humble, in the duft, th' elated thought. 

With wifdom*s glorious birth, and heav'award prcje^s fraoght; 

Capricious maid ! 
Then, haply, thou art found, 
Stretch'd on th' unwholefome ground. 
In (lumbers fweet and found. 
With the poor toil-worn peafant laid. 
While rains the ftraw-crown'd tenement pervade ; 
Or in the damp and chilly cave, 
Where /parry volumes fron^ the rpof 
Fantaflic wind. 

Sole fhelter from the pelting ftorm, 
When whirlwinds drear the face of things deform. 
And eafe, and peace, and pity fly aloof. 
With the poor outoafl wanderer, 
Tlie meagre wretch, by cold and famine pin'd. 
That flrays, he knows oot where. 
While lightnings glari around and tempefls rave I 

Why doft thou iletl the ruffian's raurd'rous arm, 
And giant frame, to work the mortal harm ? 
Why pour the mifcreants forth, whom rapine feeds. 
Beneath the (hades of night, to prowl for bloody deeds ? 
Why, from the north attend the fwarming cloud, 
. Thick, thick as locufts warping on the wind. 
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A fierce relcntlcfi brood, 

Athirft for human blood. 

The brutal hordes with defpotifm combined ? 

Wide o'er the dcfolated plains they crowd, 

They fwcep, with diflbnant and hellift cry. 

And raze the fbiidbure fair of heav*nly liberty. 

Shall fuch, exulting, own thy precious boon ? — 
Oh blaft their impious hope ; 

The monftrous rout of God and man accurft. — 

I fee th' almighty arm in tengeance bar'd. 

The miniflers of wrath prepar*d ; 

Infedions, heap on heap, fubdue the noon. 

And tow'r in cplumns to the flarry cope. 

Famine and death, in ceafelefs torrents burft ; 

And withering damps, and fiient flatlghter (pread 

A thoofand forms of death oa er'ry noxious head. 

And blafphemy refounds, defpair, and frenzy reign. 

And defolation ftalks along the flooded plain. 

With ilroke continuous, while the maker's hand. 

Smites, fmites the rebel band 

That mar his beauteous work, and fcorn his high command. 

Oh let me from the fcene of horror flee ; 
To genial climes and happy ifles, 
Where lovely nature fmiles. 
Like beauty's queen, emergent from the deep, 
While on the level brine the fun-beams fleep, 
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I fiSL&t thy votary. 

With vine-leaves crownM and clafters fair^ 

O blefTed health, thy fadiaot pkiiaes txptaii ; 

Winnow the buxom air j 

And beckon, o^er th* atlantic mniri^ 

Exhaufted pleafine's jaded traiA, 

To where thou tak'ft thy ftand. 

High on th' aerial clifT, 

To mark the tempeft-beaten flcifF, 

Or pace, with thee, Madeira's breezy ftrindr 

Where art thou iled, borne on the blaft. 
Wide o'er the illiniitoble wafte ? 
On tropic winds, I fee thee hurl'd 
To greet the genius of the fouthern world. 
Far, in thy flight, thou fhun'ft the vales^ 
Where Java's poifoa loads the gales. 
In lonely majcfty retir'd^ 
He dwells, where fea-bom gales pervade 
His ifles, with torrid ardours fir'd ; 
And giant plants diffafe impervious /hade. 
Where thoufand fpeckled fnakes refort, 
And painted birds of thoufand hues difport. 
Say, doft thou fcale with him th* o'er-arching fteep. 
Where trees majeftic (hade the deep. 
And in the brine their foliage lave. 
Or nod in cadence to the wave 5 
Or range, where herbs profufc enrobe 
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The rerdant fliorc, 

Or the dark (hades explore. 

The fandhiaries dim of Syltad and of Pan, 

Impenrious to the foot of man. 

For leafy or flowV, or fruit of healing might. 

To fcare the ghafUy forms of wild affright ? 

Or dofl thou, to the ialuury land, 

Inrite the way-worn band, 

Whofe yeot'roos keel hath circled round the globe ? 

The hardy (ailor's heart within him droops, 
And the proud warrior's creft in dire dejedion ftoops ; 
To thee, with faint and feeble cries. 
They raife their hands, they raife their fwimming eyes ; 
Nor raife to thee in Tain : 
For, from the floating cell. 
Where fleams mephitic dwell. 
From briny exhalations of the main. 
That (hoot their fubde darts thro* ev'ry pore, 
Ev'ry feat of life explore. 
And, mix'd with ev'ry vital flood, 
Arrefl the putrid mafs of lingering bloody 
Thou call*fl th* enfeebled crowd. 
The \iffims pale of glory or of gold, 
N And bid'fl the gales for them their wings unfold, 
Now, ^^hifp'ring foft, now fweeping loud ; 
And life, and vigour, from the ground, 
In cryfhl ftreamlets, gufh around. 
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In bolder tides, from cv'iy part. 

The blood retams, to man the heart ; 

In ftronger pulfe, the daring brcaft. 

With high-born energy poflcft, 

Smit with facred Jove of home. 

Throbs, again the waves to roam ; 

Courting danger, fcorning toil, 

Th' exulting train the billows fwecp. 

The keel victorious ploughs the deep. 

And hail, with tears of joy, Britannia's happy foil. 

Come, blefTed pow'r, enlarge that infant's (pan ^ 
An harrowM bofom fpare. 
And make my child thy care ; 
Like fome pale rofe bud, fading on the tree^ 
Nipt by an envious worm. 
Or blafted by the ftorm. 
Behold him droop. — 'Tis not for him I aflc ; 
Self-love, thou may'ft not wear affedion's ma/k ; 
*Tis for myfelf ; for how can I refign 
The fond anticipation of the praife 
Attendant on his riper days, 

When it (hall be my boaft to call him mine ? 

'Twixt prefcnt cherubim and future man. 
Hovers his trembling entity ; 
Come, with a portion of thy flame. 
To nerve his limbs and a^ate his frame > 
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And tud th' expanfire angel, now conCn'd 

Within his little form and mind> 

To weakoefsy Taried wants, unraried pain, 

Put forth- his vigour, and the heights obtain. 

Of genius and of worth, that palms eternal gain.— - 

The hopeful dawn unfolds a ray. 

Prophetic of the fhining day ; 

Mature benevolence informs his fmile. 

And manly meaning lightens from his eye. 

No feature his, to low'r with hate and guile. 

To finile in treachery, or look a lie. 

Oh fpare my child, that fond parental love 
May fee what nature bade the darling prove. 

Hope, hope, what art thou ? Oh for ever fled, 

My beauteous child is dead.* 

• This lad (lanza was added after the death of John Emilius Prcdon, 
the autbor*s ibo, a hopeful infant, who died at the age of three years. 
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or AW 



OLD SAVAGE TO HIS SON: 



WHO, IN A WAR WITH A NEIGHBOURING TRIBE, WAS PRIPABXNG 
TO BEAR HIS PEEBLI FATHER ON BIS BACK. 



NO more, my fon ; thy pious care is vain. 
Bow not thy back, with age's ufelefs weight. 
I am not worth preferving : wouldft thou wifh me 
To drag about a loathed crazy mars> 
A vile memento of ftrength's frailty. 
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Cumb'rous to others, grievous to myfelf. 

And die of old-a|[C, like a dog or chriftitn ?— 

Thou wert not formM, to bear a weak old man* 

Our god thy Jimbs with adHvc vigour brac'd# 

To range the foreft and o'crtake the foe j 

SinewM thine arm, to fpecd the lance of death. 

Bend the tough bow, and cleave the flying creft !— - 

Thus did thy father, in his day of ftrcngth 5— 

And thou, my fon, bejufl unto my fame;— 

Be brave, and praife thy father in thy deeds ; 

That diftant tribes may fing thy praife, and fay, 

" His father fure was brave, and fed his fon 

«* With blood of conquered foes ;" — and fo I did ; 

When, ftreaming warm, it dy'd thy little lips. 

And thou didft, grimly fmiling, give a promife 

Of manly fiercenefs. — But if thou be weak, 

*« His father taught him," will they fay, "to lie, 

«' Streuh'd in the fun, and drink the chriftian's liquor, 

<* That makes a man a beaft !'* — But, hark, my fon ! 

The foe's at hand, — begone, — thy brethren call thee 

Forth, to the fight of juftice, tarry, not ; — 

Rufli to the batde, and preferve thine infants ; 

That one day they may fight, and deck their belts 

A^'ith the ufurping chriilian's fcalp, and train 

Their children's children, to the cry of battle ! 

But firft ftrike here 5 leave not thine aged father. 

To feel their rage, whofe kindred he has mangled ; 



76 

Nor let his torturM members feaft the fight 

Of thofe that hate him and his tribe ! — Farewell, 

Be kind and quick, Thy lance be (harp as now. 

Thine arm as ilroQg, my fon, in all thy warfare ! 
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SAXON PRINCES, 



TRAGEDY. 



ARGUMENT. 

OFFA king of Mercia, was a prince, who had fomc great qualities; 
he made many additions to his dominions, by force of arms ; and in- 
creafed them ftili further, by an aO of the mod horrid treachery and 
croelty, towards the end of his reign. Though the kings of the Eaft- 
Angles, who had never been powerful, had long been in a ftate of de- 
pendence, on the mercian monarchs ; yet, they ftill continued to en- 
joy' the title, and many of the prerogatives of royalty. Ethelbert, who 
at this time, governed that fmall (late, was' a young prince of the 
mod amiable peribn and character, beloved by his fubje£ls and efteemed 
by ail the world. By the advice of his council, he made propofals of 
marriage to Elfrida, daughter of OfTa, which were favourably re- 
ceived, and he was invited to the court of Mercia, which was then kept 
at Hereford, with all his retinue, to conclude the match. When he ar- 
rived there, attended by the chief nobility of his kingdom, be was re- 
ceived with every appearance of joy and refpe^t Amidft the feftivity 
of the entertainments which took place, on this occaflon, he was bafely 
murdered, by command of Offa : and, tho* Elfrida, who abhorred her 
father's treachery, had time to give warning to the eaft-anglian nobi« 
lity, who efcaped into their own country; Offa, having cxtinguiihed 
the royal family, fucceedcd in his projeO of fubduing that country ; 
but did not long furvivc the vidim of his ambition. — This treacherous 
prince, defirous of re-eftabling his character in the world, and perhaps 
of appeafing the remorfe of his own confcience, paid great court to the 
clergy, and pra^fed all the monkifti devotions, which were (b much 
cfteemed in that ignorant and fuperflitious age. He gave the tenth 
of his goods to the church ; bcdowed rich donations on the cathe-* 
dral of Hereford ; and even undertook a pilgrimage to Rome, where 
his great pawtr and riches could not fail of procuring him the papal 
abiblntion. Such is the outline of this tragedy given by our hidorians ; 
from which I have only varied in adding the two charaAers of Sigebert, 
and Juftus, and fuppofing that Ethelbert fled, and was killed in his 
flight by command of Offa ; and that Elfrida accompanied him ; for 
the peribnage of Bertha, and her fatal paifion for Ethelbert, are not 
wholly without hid'orical foundation. See the fird volume of Humc*s 
EagjUnd. 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 



MEN. 

Offa, King of Mercia. 

Ethblbert, King of Eaft-Anglia. 

Ardulf, Friend to Ethcibcrt. 

SiGEBBRT, Minifter to OfTa. 

Ella, an Officer in Offa*s army. 

Justus, a Religious. 

Ebb A, an Officer in the army of Ethelbert. 

Mkssbnger, 

Priests, choristers, guards, and attendants. 



W O ME N. 

Bertha, Wife to OfTa. 

Elfrida, Daughter to Offa. 

Alwina, ■% Virgins attendants on Bertha 

Edburoa, V ^i<I Elfrida. 



ACT L SCENEL 



'j1 fequeftered p^ve. 



ETHBLBBKTt Elfbida» Ki,vt\Ykk ot a JmoU Jipmci. 



Ethblbbrt 



A.LL hail, bdoved (hades, how my foul cliogs 
Round er'ry plant, that this deep gloom embrowns. 
Here firft I breath'd the fighs of love ; and here^ 
Mj fweet Elfrida, with an angel blufli. 
And downward eyes, confeft her (oft regards 
For happy £thelbert« — Ye ftars of nighty 
Chafte moon, and thou bright mefTenger of dawn, 
And thou great orb of day, bear witnefs all ; 
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For ye hare feeo me tread the hallowed ground 
With pious feet, and heard my pr;iy*r3 and towi , 
Bear witnefs to my truth. 

Elf. Yes, Ethelbert, 
Heav'n and all nature witnefs to thy truth. 
The gales, that whifper, waft it to mine ears f 
The cheering, fun imprints it on my heart, 
In beams of joy and gUdnefs. All I fee, 
And all I hear, a voice and language take. 
To tell me, thou arttnie. Yet have I matk'dr 
For jealous watchful are the eyes of love, 
Amidft a thoufand dear and gracious proofs. 
And fond exprefRons of the mutual heart, 
A fttdden gloom, like envious ck)uds« that rife ] 
To fleal away the gladnefs of the morn. 
And ftain with tears the florid cheek of May. 
Gome, let me (hare thy grief. 

Ethtl My befl Elf^ida, 
Tis difficult, indeed, to hide the foul 
From love's all4eeing eye ; and tmft me, deireft, 
Twere foretgn to my wtfli, as to my pow'r. 
From thee to veil my thoughts. But wherefore taar 
The prefent good, or wouad Elfirida's breail. 
With random doubt, or jealous difconteot. 
Which the next moment may difperfe \ Witb lliee» 
I would be pleafure all. The gloomy caret 
Are vanilh'd at thy fisule. 
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Elf, Away, you flttt*rcr. 
You love me not, prince £thelbert» with care 
Your heart is fick. Your tongue has now confeft. 
What oft your looks aflur'd me ; yet Elfrida 
Is deem'd unworthy. 

Etbtl. Hear the truth : thy father — 

Elf. Can OfFa, pattern of heroic worth, 
Whofe realm, whofe court, whofe heart are ever open 
To fofter rifing virtue ; and whofe deeds 
Arc ever fquar'd and levelPd, by the rule 
Of truth and honour, can he offer ought. 
To flain a royal welcome ? Thou art here, 
Choice of his heart and fav'rite of his hopes, 
The deftin*d hufband of his darling child. 
His word is plighted. 

Ethel Thou haft touch'd the wound. 
That rankles in my bofom. True, his word 
Is plighted, as thou fay'fl ; yet, why I know not. 
With cruel art he dallies with my love. 
And wrings with hope delay'd my ftckenM foul ; 
Winds up defjre to madnefs, and wears out 
The ftrings of li£e.-^*When I would urge my claim. 
His brow is clouded with a fudden gloom ; 
He ftarts, tod Cghs, and in a tone fevere-— 
'* Enough, prince Ethelbert, another hour 
•* May fuit this theme ?*'— -Then calls me to the chacc^ 

Elf So fully bleft, in what the moment yields, 
To fee thee and be near thee, thine Elfrida 
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Hath fought no more ; nor fent a wifh beyond 
The prefent hour, to feek for difcootenty 
In hope's illufive form. 

jllw, Princefsy retire. 
1 hear the fteps of men beneath the fycamores> 
That mix with hazel fkirt the weftern path. 
Where royal Offa for the chace is wont 
The chiding hounds uncouple. 

Elf. Break we off. ^ - 

At dawn to-morrow, if thy fteps fliould tread 
Thefe precinfls, we may meet. 

Etbei, My heart goes with thee, 

{Exeimt Princefs and Alwii 



SCENE 11. 

Ethelbert and Ardulf. 

Ard. Will you not hunt, my lord ? your royal hoft 
Demands your prefence, and the fprightly fteed 
With noflrils wide fnuffs the light air, and fpurns 
The founding earth. The bowmen fit the nerve 
To the tough yew, while with an hundred tongues, 
Symphonious cry, the hounds falutc the morn. 
And echo from the craggy fleeps, and woods. 
And floping lawns, and hollow glades around 
Returns th' enliy'niog challeoge. 



Ethel. Tis m Tain, 
A liftlefi weight on all my fenfes hangs 
Aad flnkf my weary Ipirit. 

Ard. Let the chace. 
And feaft and minftrelfy> and love's delightSt 
Difpel the gloom. Forget thou art a king 
Sefponfible to myriads, and to heat'n. 
For delegated pow'r ; and play the courtier, 
Tbe humble courtier, at a rival's board ; 
To (hare his pleafures, and to grace his train. 

Etbd. My worthy Ardulf, venerable friend. 
To whom a more than filial love is due. 
For cares beyond paternal, thy reproof 
Hath pierc'd my heart ; for well I know, that wifdom 
Zealous for me, and, what is dearer far 
To me than life, my glory, guides thy tongue. 
Thy guardian cares, in orphan feeblenefs, 
My childhood form'd ; thy fword redeemed my realm 
From hoftile inroad ; what in arts or arms 
Or manners I may boaft, if ought I may. 
Are due to thee. 

Ard, Opprefs not with applaufe 
Unmerited thy fcrvaot. What I did 
Was but a fubjedl's duty, and fell (hort. 
Fell infinitely fliort, of what I ow'd 
Thy royal fire, who raisM me from the duft. 
if thou wilt praife me, let thy noble adts 
J)o juj^ce jto my precepts ; that the world, 
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Applauding thee, may fay, great Ethelbcrt 
Performed in manhood, what he learn'd in youth. 
From faithful Ardulf. 

Ethel, Think not, good old man. 
Thy leffons wafled ; well I know the ties, 
Tliat bind me to my people. Well I know, 
I lire not for myfelf. I pant for fame. 
And feek it only in a nation's welfare. 
Yet, Ardulf, let thy foul, howe'er mature 
In years and wifdom, to the days of youth 
Revert, and fomewhat fure thou wilt indulge 
To heat of paflion, which has ever feiz'd 
The befl and noblefl minds. 

jird, Alas 1 my lord, 
Nor danger to the date, fo long bereft 
Of royal cares, I mourn, nor for thy fame. 
Though dear as life ; but my prefaging foul 
Sinks, to behold thee thus within the grafp 
Of Mercians pow'r, whofe kings, from fire to fon, 
Are Anglia's fcourge and terror. 

EtheL Noble minds 
Will (brink abhorrent from the traitor's arts. — 
Would Offa, think'il thou, ftain his royal robes 
With blood of him, who on a monarch's faith 
Bides at his court ? Are not our mutual vows 
Of friendfhip plighted ? Have not folemn oaths 
Combin'd our kingdoms, long to wars a prey, 
Jn league of holy peace ? And by the bond 
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Of dearconnedion to fecure tlieie ties^ 

Hath he not giv'n to happy Ethelbert 

The daughter of his bopet f 
Ari. Bui why delay. 

With ftodied art, your noptials I Why conlume 

In friTolous delights the lavi/h'd hours 

Which 0£fa well could hufbaud, were he noty 

Rough as he iecmsi intent, by policy, 

Tofiiare thy noble nature, and relax 

With pleafure's honeyM bane thy youthfiil mind \ 
Eihei. Could Ofia be thus treacherous ? 
jirJ, Doubt it not; 
Thy potent voice, from Arwan's fertile banks. 
From ftormy Humber, and the fea-beat fliore. 
Might call the hardy bands, and pour them forth^ 
To yifit on the mercian plains the wafie 
Tha Penda's* fury fpread. He views thee, prince,. 
As fhepherds view the royal lion's whelp. 
And in his paws yet foft, and infant fangs 
Anticipate the ravage of the fold. 
Hence, with the nets of beauty, with the cords 
Of ftroog defire, the fiiken toils of love 
He fe^ks to fnare thy feet, to wrap thee round. 
And drag thee to the pit. 

[^Sound of hunters horns is heard at a dtftance. 

* Penda was a predeceflbr of OfTa on the merdan throne. He was 
perpetually at war with the ocighbouring dates, and remarkable for 
^is atrocious cruelty. 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Birtha and Edbd&ga. 

Ber* Hear you not, princei 
How you are fummon'd ? With the merry horn, 
Offa reproaches your delay. The fta^ 
Is DOW unharbour'd. 

Elbd. At a future hour [-^fide to Ardulf. 

We will purfue this theme ; for truft me, Ardulf, 
The dark furmifes of my (ecret thought 
Too well accord, with what thy love has urg'd. 
And prudent caution ; were we longer abfent [to Bertha. 

Offa would chide our floth, elfe beauteous Bertha, 
I would not fly thee. 

Ber. Haften to the chace ; 
And joy and pleafure go with Ethelbert. 

lExeunt Ethelbert and Ardulf. 

SCENE IV. 

Bektha and Edburga. 

Ben The horn awakes the chace, and warlike Ofla 
Leads forth to fportive fields the gallant youth 
Whom oft he led to combat. War has (heath'd 
His cruel fword ; and now the piercing cries 
Of wreM^hed dames, for fons or hu(bands torn 
From their embrace are hufh'd. I'he realm is calm. 
And all things in itj (avc the torturM breail 
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Of Bertha ; there conflidling paffions wage 
Eternal warfiu-e. Tell me, my Edburga, 
Yoo faw the pageant pafs, what youthk with 0£i 
Porfae the ftag ? Yet wherefore (hould 1 alk ? 
Yoasg Ethelbert is there ; when he is prefent 
All other objects fade ; all eyes and tongues 
And fpirits dwell on hiniy and him alone. 
Thy looks, £dburga» fpeak a lively feeling. 
Thy words an apt and pregnant underftanding ; 
What is thy judgment, fpeak without dilguife^ 
Of princely Ethelbert! 

ES. My gracious miftrefs. 
It ill befeems a poor and lowly maiden, 
Whofe thoughts fhould be all humble as her birth. 
To gaze on high, and. ^"ith prefumptuous glance 
Appreciate the merit of a king; 
Yet will I own, (ince you demand my thought. 
Were I a princefs, or the king of Anglia 
An humble peafant fwain, I were moft happy. 

Bcr. Had I been bom a peafant girl, no laws 
Had frown'd ftem interdidl on love. — Ah wretch. 
And traitrefs to thyfelf ! — what guilty thoughu 
My bofom harbours, and my rebel tongue 
Would fain avow — Edburga, wonder not. 
To hear my lavifh praife of Ethelbert. 
Think not 1 love him ; heav*n forcfend, that love 
Should teach a matron, from her plighted lord 
To wander, ev'n ia wi^i. No, Bertha's foul 



go 

ImpafliTe to the guft of vaio defire 

Retains her wedded vows.— —May quick deftrudioa 

Gap€ to devour roe, ere I ftain the faith 

To royal Offa giv'n ;.but gratitude—- 

EdL IVe heard, that gallant EtheJbert preferred 
Your facred life. 

Bar. And truly haft thou heard.^»» 
One room ; o ftill to cniel mennory 
That morn is prcfent. 00a chac'd the flag* 
King Etheibert was there ; I join*d the band. 
At OfKi's fide I rode, and talk*d with Etheibert; 
Sweet flow'd his honey*d accents, and diicourfe 
Begttird the moments^ ere our iport began.-— 
^Twas where yon river through th' impending woodf 
Winds its uncertain way. Thou feeft the tuft 
Of gnarled oaks, that, floping from the rock 
Peer into the deep gulph, and overhang 
The blackening eddy. 

£S. There the bank abrupt 
Seems Hiatter'd, by a rude convulfive (hock 
Of ftartling nature. 

Ber, Then, a narrpw path 
Skirted the river's verge. — ^There pafs'd the flag ; 
The hounds purfued. — I prefs'd my foaming fteed, 
Fir'd with a youthful ardour, which perhaps 
My fex ill-fuited, to the dang'rous pafs. 
The treach'rous foil gave way, and down I funk. 

f ^. Alas ! .for pity — ^by what (aviog pow*r ? 
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Sir. Thrice I emerg'd ; thrice o'er my Sited head 

Roared the^derouriog deep. Theii» £thelbert» 

His danger at the fight of mine forgotteD, plung'd 

Into th' abyTs ; the fourth time, as I rofe. 

His left hand feiz'd my treffesy with his right 

He ftem'd the flood, and bore me to the land. — 

Oh better I had perifh d ! 
EdB. Gficious hea? 'n ! 

Who then is happy ? Sure, th^ circling hours 

Waft bleffings to thee, on their golden plumes. 

And hover round thy head, with fond delay. 

To pour down treafur'd joys. The mighty heart 

Of Mercia's king, wife, brave, munificent. 

As teeming autumn, beats for thee alone. 

Preventing all thy wishes. 

Bar. Yet Edburga, 
There's not a wrietch, that crawls this burthen'd earth, 
A Have, whofe tears bedew the land he tills. 
From an harfh loM to gain the bitter morfel. 
That lengthens out his courfe of pain and bondage. 
Would change eflates with me, could they but read 
The fecrets of my heart ; feme monftrous doom. 
Awaits me fure ; — ^would I had ne'er been bom ! 

JES. For heav ns dear fake, recall your wandVing thoughts. 
Your eyes are bent oo vacancy, a wildnefs, 
A fearful wildnefs, o*er your vifage reigns.—- 

Ber. Would I had lain expos'd amidit the wild, 
^D helplefs infancy ; or on the beach 
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Daih'd with the toiliog furge^ a mangled corfe. 
Or Tuhares to their aery, welcome baoqaet> 
Borne me to feaft their young. 

ES. Reftrain yourfclf. 
Alas ! we are difcovcr'd ; hafty ftcp« 
Sound o*er that winding path, and now mine eye. 
Through the fcant opening of the beechen grove. 
Perceives a man approach, 'tis Ethelbert. • 

Ber, So fooa return *d ! — but I divine the cauf5^— 
The lov'd Elfrida, — Leave me, good Edburga — 
Our royal gucft may feck for private converfe. 
On points that much import him ; and thy prefence 
Were a reftraint. Thou know'ft the little grotto 
Eefide the bank of violets^ and the willows 
That bathe their golden trefles in the ftream. 
Where Emma, vidlim of difaftrous love, 
plung d dclp'rate in the flood ; there, wait my coming. 



\^Extt. Edburga, 



E N 



Ethelbert and Bertha. 



Ber, O guilty love, in form of gratitude, l,afidi 

How haft thou prept ! I nurft thee in my bofom, 
7^ou ferpent, pleas'd to fee the fpiry volumes 
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Of Tcrdant gold, but Toon thy fatal ftiog 
Dcftroy'd ray peace ; thy venpm fiU'd my heart. > 
Erewhile the chace for Ethelbert had charms ; 
And oft deuinM him, till the fun, reposed 
On cnmfon beds behind the hills, had warn'd 
To feaft and minftrelfy.— This day my lord 
Appointed for the field, from early d^wn 
*Till Tefper bell ftiould call the holy headmen 
To chaunt their orifons. 
Ethel. Along the hills 
That lift their green (horn ridges o'er thefe y^oods. 
Your lord purfues the fbg, with fuch an ardour. 
As marks our firft enjoyments. He is happy, 
Vidlorious, profp'rous ; all his wifhes crown'd 

By heav'n, with lavifh hand The man, whofe hopes 

Hang all in jeopardy, but ill conforms 

With pleafure*s jocund fons ; the chace to him 

Is dull and tirefonie, and the banquet palls. 

Ber. Had I the pow'r of Providence, at will 
To lavifh blelTiog's ; Ethelbert were happy. 
Oh never (hall my grateful heart forego 
7 he gallant deed that call'd me back to life. 
'Tis ev'n oppreflive to my foul, that feels 
How poor I am in thanks, how void of means. 
To pay the mighty debt of gratitude. 

Ethel Thanks were reproaches, lady ; I fliould fcom 
My nature, could I look for rccompenfe — 
A voice within this brcaft had bade me venture. 
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As fare it has, confcft the powV of love ; 
Learn from thyfeif to feel for Ethelbert. 

Bcr. The pow'r of love I— to he\ for Ethelbert ! — 
Feci what ? — Perdition— whither am I driven ? 
One ftep — and I am hurry'd down the abyfs. 
Feel—feel — I feel too much. — O Ethelbert. 
Farewell, farewell. 

EiheL O fly me not in anger. 

flay and blefs me. Tell me, that Etfrida» 
The guerdon of my long and faithful love 1 
The wifli, the promisM blefling of my life. 
Shall yet be mine. 

Per. No—lboner let deftru^lion 
Come fwecping on us all. Elfrida thine f — 
Oh never, never*— Hence ; avoid my fight j 
Thy looks are poifon to me. 

Ethel. Gracious heav'n ! 

1 ftand confounded. — I conjure thee, (peak. 

What means this ftorm of pafBon? Why (brink back> 
As from fome hateful and accurfed thing 
That threatens life ? 

Be*-. And wherefore art thou good, 
Wife, brave, and gentle ? Why art thou adorn*d 
With evVy grace, to win the coldefl heart ? 
Thefe are thy fins. Heavy, indeed, they are. 
They have deftroy'd my peace. 

Ethei. Deftroy'd thy peace ? 
What fatal myfl'ry lurks beneath thy fpcech ? 
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I Tiew thecy with fuch rerercDtial awei 
As fuits a parent's wife. 

Bar* Cold-blooded prince ! 
A parent's wife — and reverential awe — 
Can re?*rence fuit with love ?-— A lore like mine. 

Eibd. Like thine ! — for whom ? Thy ftrange myfterioos words 
Fill me with doubt and wonder. 

Ber, May'ft thou doubt» 
And wonder ever. May the (hades of night 
Conceal it. Never may the tell-tale breeze 
Whifper it in the defert. From myfelf 
I fain would hide it. But through fhade and (ilence» 
To me too palpable, it glares, it founds 
For ever, ever prefent. In 'the grave. 
When earth (hall cover me, with Bertha reft, 
7*hou namelefs monfter of abortive thought. 

\^Harei in her agUatiofif Jbe drops the fiffitre of Ethclbert from 
her hofom ; he tales it up. She Jhrieks and endeavours to 
nureft it from him. J 

Eihei. Ha ! what is here ? — My form and lineaments 
Find pbce in Bertha's bofom. 

Ber. 'Tis bctray'd— 
The guilty fccret. — To dilTemble now 
-Were unavailing. Hear then, Ethclbert, 
A fecret, which I thought no powV of torture, 
Keen harrowing up my fleOi, had ever taught 
Tliis tongue to utter, that the heart of Bertha 
More than the light, and air, and hopes of heaT'n, 
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Loves thee. Thou art its fpring, its vital heat.—- 

On cv'ry pow'r and fundlion of my foul 

The wafling flame has prey'd ; nine weary moons 

Have view'd my fhame and forrows. 
Ethel. Do I awake ? 

Can Mercia's queen » the pride of faxon dames — 

Sure, fome illufive demon mocks my fenfe. 

With founds difrembled. 

Bit, Hear me, king of Anglia ; — 

The bonds are rent, that fetterM my refolves, 

Refcrve, and fear, and female decency. — 
Where (hall the fpirit ftay, that once hath dar*d 
An outrage on our fex's pride, a fhipwreck 
Of all we dearly prize ; a bold avowal 
Of love illicit ? — By thofe fcalding tears, 
That flow, like molten lead, and fcorch me up, 
I would not hurt thee ; but my furious foul 
Stimg with def})air, and fcom, and felf-reproach, 
May commune with the fiends, and call tliem round, 
To bathe in blood, and lay a fcenc of horror 
That both our realms (hall mourn to lateft time. 

[JBxetmf^ 
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ACT ir. SCENE L 

Jin Jtpwiment In the Palace tf Offa. 

BiRTHAy alonu 

Wretch that I am ! en&ar'd in pafEon's toil. 
Defires illicit winding round my heart, 
ll|>-rear their dragon crefts ; hifs in mine ears ; 
And fUng my foul to death. Remorfe and ihame 
Cling to me, like a Teftmcnt dipt in venom, 
Confume my flefli, thrill angaiih through my frame. 
And taint the vital flood. Ye faints of grace. 
Angels of mercy, lead me force to break 
The dire enchantment.— Ethclben — Elfrida. — 
It may not be. — ^Thofe names together founded 
Are an accurfed fpeli, that conjures up 
The blackefl forms of mifchief. Never, never. 
By name, or hand, or nuptial rite, Elfrida 
With Ethelbert (hall join. That fatal hour 
Heav'n witnefs to my vow, for Bertha dead 
Leads forth the fun'ral pomp. Butliow avert 
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Tie b/ow ? Thofe arts, which long dcIayM it, &L 
Fond of his daughter as he is, and bound 
By ties of plighted faith, my lord muft yield. 
Ha ! — to my wiih this crafty dates-man come» 
Mofl opportune. — O welcome Sigebcrt- 



SCENE ir. 



Enter Sigebirt. 

Not lefs thy ytars mature in fage experience 
Advance our mercian weal, by peaceful arts. 
Than conquering OSsl by tlie blood-ilain'd fwor(£/ 

Sige. My royal itiiftrefs, ill this partial praife 
Suits a defpis'd old man. There was a time, 
When OfFa yet was new to cares of ftate 
And found his fceptre heavy ; then, the voice 
Of Sigebert had powV. *Tis feeble now, 
^idfl noife of youthful fpirits, who confiding 
In what alone they underhand, the fword, 
Would fend the man of peace, with droning monks,' 
O'er books and beads to wear his life in cloifters. 
Yet haply *twere not ill for Mercia's peace. 
Might this poor voice be heard. 

Ber. In dear rememb'rance 
Of grateful thought, my lord retains the time^ • 
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l^eoy l>y thine influence ]ed« th' aflembled chiefs 
Of Mercia*s wide dominion hail'd him king. 
As yet a youth ; ere his viAorious arm 
Tore firom th' «furper's brow, the diadem. 
Tet nowy the for^reign of a rival fiate, 
A jealous fyj, and ancient enemy. 
Can biafs him, with more prevailing fway. 
Than thofe, who forro'd and led his early years, 
Thro* paths of glory to this height of pow'r. 

Sige, That fmooth and beardleft king, with flowing hair 
And glozing fpeeches comely as his form. 
Hath won his heart. — Why, he will (it all night, 
To hear him touch the harp, and (ing foft fongs 
Of love and dalliance. He that had no joy, 
Stfc in the thought of war, and godlike dreams 
Of added empire, wears <lay after day 
In chace and frivolous delights, to pleafe 
His gattt ; as tho' he would become, like him, 
A fbipling monarch. 

Bew. Say, good Sigebert, 
How deems thy wi(Hom of the nuptial league. 
So foon to be complete ? 

Sige, As of an a£t. 
That, with a fpendthrift wantonnefs, repels 
Good fortune from our doors. The prefent hour 
Oflers, what, never (hall a future bring, 
7<> Mercia wealth, powV, and fecurity. 



\ 
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Ev'n now to Hund^ert ^^ the nortfaera maiBf 
Might Offa firetch his fccpirc, ^ 

£er. Well and jufUy 
Hafl thou conceivM, what Mercta's weal demands. > 
Shall OfFa^ greatefl monarch of this ide, 
Beftow the darling of his hopes tnd cares 
On the poor fovVeign of a petty ftatc, 
Which only holds a kingdom's fonoding name. 
By his forbearance ? 

SIge, Why (hould Anglia lean, 
On Mercia, as a prop, when wifer counfels 
Might turn her weaknefs to our flrcngth ? Subjeded 
To Mercia, flic would yield, not crave fupport ; 
And prove bed feather in her eagle wing 
For conqueft imp'd. — Why feed the hungry foil 
Of Anglia with pur fatnefs, and engraft 
On the firm trunk of the majeftic oak 
That (hades the plain, and yields to beafl and traveler 
Shelter and food ; an unproduflive bramble ? 

Ber, 'Tis yours alone from fuch difgrace to (avc 
Your native land. And fhould your happy arts * 
And influence o'er the king avert the blow— 
What praife, good Sigebert, were yours ? 

Sige, The tafk, the praife be thine ; for who, like thct , 
Can OfFa's fpirit temper ? — Since the day 
Thy dazzling beauties from the gloomy thought 
Of Emma dead, and ftem ambition's care, 
Recall'd him firft to tread the flow'ry paths 
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Of lore and plealure. — Genius of his foul 
EnthronM fupreme ; thy hand can minifter 
It's elements and feafbns ; bid* them fwell 
To vex the land with ftorm, or footh them down^ 
Id melting calm, and foft'ring influence. 

Bar. True, I may fomething boaft; — yet, far too highly 
You rate my pow'r ; for with contending fway, 
My n?al in his heart, Elfrida's craft 
Will with infidious tears th' impreflions mar 
That I have kbour'd. Thus, with filent lapfe. 
The ftealing waters from the flinty rock 
Efface the graver's toiL 

Slge, Oh doubt not thou 
My zealous efforts ; and if I retain 
PoVr with my lord, the next autumnal fun 
That fhine on Anglia fhall embrown her harvefts 
For Offa, and their reapers hail him king. 

Ber. Behold, my lord approaches^ — On his brow 
Care is imprinted, and his whole demeanour 
Marks the fierce conflid of contending pafHons 
That rend the wav'ring mind. I will retire. 
But thou the fubjcdl of our prefent converfc 
Urge home with timely fuit, and heav'n to fpeed. 

\^ExU. Sertha. 
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SCENE hl 

Ofta, ^JL 

DclofiTC pba&uxn ofo'enreeaiflig fov'ry 
Whataitthoo? Caaft thoo fil the bcwdk6 viik ?— 
I feci thoo caii'ft not ; for each aev pufcfcw 
Scr%e> t/ut to goad roe, whh increaie of ifpetkCt 
'f o feck extended etnpire. What b ^ne ? 
Wlut if this unfcen bleifiog which bids kiogs 
Defile their hands with blood, and vear their days 
In t'AXt and tumult ? '1 is the giddy fhoat 
Of worthlcfk multitudes, or ?enal (bng 
i)\ niinnrtly chanted at the refel board. 
WIm! i« !h» wi(h, which my recoiling mind 
f;iiirir to liMfcIf confides, which like aTiper, 
I \a\\ |'i'Minf{ from it't dark retreat, flarts back, 
A« ('( thr |/ii/r impatient? Night by night, 
Wuh' houijhti cnvcnomM my rcpofe to 0ing, 
ft liiikk hcnrstli my pillow. The hour is come. — 
I itMid (Inidci for with a lover*s ardour^ 
Wiiidi nuy not be delay 'd, young Ethelbert 
P'MiiHiiJ) completion of our royal word. — 
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Shall I tben flaio mih gulltlefs blood the laurels 
So dearly purchasM ? and forego the praife. 
From virtuous deeds redoundiDg^ which furviYCS 
In good mens hearts, and like the precious incenfe 
On god's high altar laid, afcends to heay'n ? 

Seeing Sigeberl. 
Oh (ave me, Sigebert ; thou com'ft in time. 
To fave rae from myfelf. Ne'er did my foul 
So need thy counfels. 

$!ge. Wherefore (hould I fpeak ? 
Alas, my lord, there was a time, when Sigebert 
Might fpeak, with confidence ; but well he knows 
That age which weighs his body to the duft 
Hath humbled his repute ; and ihould his counfel 
Be now requir'd,. 'tis but to fboth his pride^ 
An old man's pride, in gratitude perhaps 
For fervice paft. 

Ofa. In proof hpw much I prize 
Thy counfeb, hear, what pride would fain conceal; 
1 by matter's mind, which never with defign, 
From virtue fwerv'd before, now fludtuates 
Twixt good and ill, and entertains a doubt 
If faith fhould bind a monarch. 

Sige, And a kiog 
May fometimes, juflly, entertain a doubt 
If 6ith fhould bind him, when the flrift obfervance 
Would contravene the welfare of his flate. 
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OJI'a. Have I then publifli'd laws, and taught my ful:jedU 
To know and venerate the facred bounds. 
Of right and wrong, and led the fiery fpiflts, 
Nurs'd in the camp, and train'd in ads of outrage, 
To cherifh decent order, and perform 
^fhe oHices firom man to his brother due ? 
And (hall I be the firft, to break the ties, 
I have myfelf ordain'd, and ftand th' example 
Of wolfifh violence, or fcrpent fraud? 

Sige. As, in his flation, from the private fubje^l 
The monarch differs 5 he muft likewilc vary 
His rules of life. Mis virtues, and his wifdom. 
Are different far, from what, the names import, 
In meaner men, (ince he for others lives. 
Not for himfelf, and what, in private life. 
Where heinous crime, in fovVeigns may become, 
San(flion'd by public weal, a virtuous deed. 
1 fpcak with boldnefs, fince my gracious lord 
Gives fcope and Ijcenfe to his fervant's tongue. 
Would you the rankling thorn, which fair occafioii 
Bids pluck from Mercia's fide, implant for ever 
Bane of her peace and fafety ? 

OJfa. Sigebert, 
Thy voice hath rous'd a thought, which I had taik'd 
My force to fmother. To the fhores of ocean 

Anglia pofTeft would ftrctch the bounds of Mercia. 
But Ethelbert is valiant, brave and wife. 
And Lever, but with life will he refign 
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His lineal fceptre. In my dreams ambitioDy 
A giant fpcdre clad in panoply. 
Stands at my coucb, and with fais brandi(h'd (pear 
Dazzles my (igbt. .His mouth a fubtie flame 
Exhales, that fills my bofom. To my hand 
Methioks he gives a chalice ; with the blood 
OFEthelberttis ^I'd s he bids me quaff it; 
Then fhrieksy in founds, which on my waking ear 
Vibrate, •* remember he is in thy pow'r." 

Sige, Tlie public mind from Otfa's fame demands 
A race of glory. Well haft thou begun ; 
But much remains ; — beneath one common head, 
To join the Saxon pow'rs, difcordant parts 
Each weak'ning other of one feeble mafs. 
In lafUng fleep the fword (hall reft $ and peace 
Clothe all our hills with verdure ; and our (hips 
Shall crofs the deep, to fcek on diftant (hores . 
New arts and comforts. Late poftcrity 
Shall fay— 'twas OflPa made the fons of England . 
Reaown'dand happy. 

Ofa. Vainly, (hall my cares 
Wake for the peace of Mercia, while from Aoglia, 
With northern pirates leagu'd, the hungry borderers 
Pour like a deluge on our fertile plains. 
In vain, my pow'r hath to his mountain holds 
Repeird the Cambrian, as. his native fiream. 
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Fierce and impetuous. In vain, my rampart ♦ 
Kears his majeilic length, to curb the foe> 
From the wide outlet of the winding Dee, 
To where the Wey, with founding torrent, joins 
The Severn's mighty march. 

Sige. Thofe aged knees 
1 bend, which never bowM before to man. 
Not for myfelf I pray, my fand of life 
Hath little fpace to run, and only feeks 
Lcifure and grace, to call my fins of youth. 
To folemn audit, for thy future fame, 
And for thy fubjeds, and their childrens children, 
For whom the prefent hour to lateft time 
Klay peace and Wealth fecure, with fupplications 
Hiunble, as men (hould to the deity 
Prefer, 1 kneel. 

Ofa. Arife ; for good or ill 
Thy voice decides the conflidl, call Elfrida. 



lExU Sigebert^ 



I mufl pofTefs my daughter of our purpofe. 

Her young affedtions are on Ethelbert 

So fix'd and rivettcd, that it will need 

A parent's whole authority, combin'd 

With fofteft blandifhment and fond perfuafipn. 

To mold her will obedient to my wi(h. 

* Alluding to tl c dike and mound of OHa. 



t09 



SCENE IV. 



SiGBBERT returns wiih Elfrida 

£lf. I learn from venerable Sigebert 
My father feeks my prefence ; and have hadeid 
To know his honour'd will. 

Offa. Attend, my child. 
Thou ftill haft been obedient to my wifli, 
Andy well thou know'ft* with fond folicitude 
I have prevented thine* The hour is come. 
If an indulgent father's tendernefs 
May challenge a return, to (how thy mind 
Nor heedlefs, nor ungrateful to his love. 

£y. Why (hould my father thus, with circumftancc. 
And hint imperfed, half reveal his will, 
And half withhold ; as doubtful of my duty ? 
Heav'n knows this heart, my daily orifons 
Have been> in thought and deed, to pleafe my father. 

OJa. Well, I will prove thee then. Canft thou refign 
Tlie wifti moft inward to thy heart, which hope 
Hath^ like a child, it's mother's pride and toy, 
Nourifh'd with amorous thoughts* and images 
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Of fond delight ? I know the facrifice 

Moft painful ; well I fee th* impaflionM ftorm.r 

*T is, as 1 (hould command thee pierce thy heart 5 

Or tear the precious apple from an eye. 

But what were duty, what in fight of heav'n. 

The palm of virtue, were it's pradtice eafy ? — • 

You ilart and tremble. 

Elf. Oh! my deareft father. 
You taught me firft to look on Ethelbcrt, 
As on my future lord. My heart is his 
More than my own \ but 'twas my father's boon 
Not mine ; and now, it may not be recall'd. 
Part of my being, with my heart ftrings 'twin'd 
Is the flrong tie, that binds me to his fate. 
Like a young plant, my love for Anglia's king 
Hath grown beneath your hand ; you faw it rife. 
And daily water'd it, with lavifli praife 
Of his endowments. Would you root it up. 
And caft it forth, now, in the blooming promife 
Of fair and golden fruit \ This fatal change 
Your words import. 

Offa. Now anfwcr me, Elfrlda, 
Meet were it, that the father to the child 
Should render ftriA account, of all the motives. 
That aAuate hjs will ? Suffice to fay ; 
Dear as my life I prize thy happlnefs. 
But reafoDs cogent founded in the weal 
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Of Mercians ftate, and prudent policy^ 
Demand this fkcrifice. 

Sige* Yes, beauteoas maid. 
Moil nearly it concerns the good of myriads 
Prefent and future, that the high-born daughter 
Of Mercia fhou]d rejeft the proffer'd nuptials 
Of Anglia's monarch. Maidens, in their (bngs 
Thy praifes (hall rehearfe ; and leam'd hiftorians, 
Aroongft illuftrious dames that fav'd their country. 
Record Elfrida. 

Elf. Why is this ? What monfter 
For light too hideous lurks in myftery ? 
Why am I thus befet ? Upon my knees, 
O lov*d, rcver'd, dear author of my being. 
To thee I fall. Behold my ftreaming tears ; 
Spurn me not from thee ; by the fainted (hade 
Of my departed mother. By the charge, 
Giv'n with her laft embraces, when (he joined 
Our hands in hers, then, cold and damp with death. 
And faid— '< Be kind to this, the firft-bom pledge 
** Of our chafte loves.*' — If e*er my natal hour 
With joy fufFus'd thy cheek ; or on thy heart 
Paternal tranfport rufh'd, as from the fight 
Return'd and red with wounds, to thee I ran» 
And clung arougd thy knees all cas*d in mail. 
Then in thine arms tir'd from the work of deaths 
Stooping you caught me, and in tender pa(Boa 
Straio'd to your bofom, whence the blood of foes, 
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tiowM iindijdinguifh'd from your owOf and painted 
Vfith crimfbn flreaks your cuirafs. 

(Iffa. Vilkf my daughter, 
I cannot hear thee plead, ;Ctid may not grant 
Remiilton of my purpofe ; well thou know'il 
Thy forrows rend my heart ; yet were I weak,' 
And all unworthy of the crown I wear. 
Should ev'n my tendernefs to thee, whole grief 
I would raoft gladly with my own redeem. 
Retard me from purfuit of Mercians weal. 

£If, Ere yet I rife, o hear all righteous heav'n,^ 
The folemn tow breathM from a virgin's lips. 
Which in due orifon, both ev'n and morn, 
HaTe fought, the throne of grace ; if I mufl yield 
My lord betroth'd, the hufband of my choice. 
To that authority, which never yet 
I dar'd to queftion ; then, the fpoiife of God, 
From this delufiye world will I retire 
A cloifler'd votary, and in humble weeds 
To bid my beads, and chant the folemn rites. 
And pray, that thou, and Ethclbert may live 
Profp'rous and happy ; or a requiem fing 
To fouls of flaiighter'd wretches, who have faH'n 
In fields embattled, vi^ims of the pride 
And avarice of kings. Thefe little charms 
Failing and vigils (hall confume, thefe robes 
Andtinfel ornaments to fackdoth change. 
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t}Ja. Oh rife, my daughter i fure, a fpirit of hcat'o, 
Speaks thro' thine organsy for mine alter'd foul 
Now loathsy as finfoly what it late purfued. 
As wife and laudable. Ye powers of grace* 
Be eyer bleft ; that, in due time, recall 'd 
My wandering feet, ere yet the fatal mefhes 
Of error's net had fnar'd them paft redemption. 

Stge, What then is man ! and what are his refolves ? [afide^ 
A feather toft by ev*ry vagrant gale. 
Thus fades the air-built pile of Mcrcia's greatnefs, 
Puff 'd into nothing, by a puling maiden, 
With a few love fick fighs, — what I had labour'd^ 
For years, to raife. — Yet will I not defpair ; 
Ambition has relax'd, not yielded whole, *" 

Her powers on Offii's mind. I will eflay him, 
And find occafion apt — when glorious pride 
And prudence (hall, in reafon's balance, weigh 
A kingdom's value, with a woman's tear. 

\Ex\t Sigebert* 



SCENE V. 



Offa, Ethelbeet, <77?</£lFRIDA, 

Offdm Oh king of Anglia, timely art thou come. 
HerCy gallant Ethelbert, receive my daughter. 
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A prcfeat worthy of a king to giTtf» 
And king to take. Reach me thy hand, Eifricla ; 
Long hath this plighted hand been thinCf by promife ; 
Now 'tis thine 'own, indeed. — May bounteous hea?'o 
With bleffings crown your union.— As the boad 
Of marriage makes you one, fi> may the ties 
Of holy peace and nuptial amity 
Unite our kingdoms to the lateil time. 

EtheL My bofom labours, with it's mighty freight 
Of wild tumultuous joy. A blifsful faintnefs 
. Shuts up my fenfes» flops my failing breath. 
Dazzles my fight, and tingles in nnne ears.—* 
Elfrida mine ! — Hear it, thou ambient air. 
And waft it ttf-the (kies ; that cherubim 
May catch the found, and join in choral warbliogs ! 
Elfrida mine ! Behold it, ye chafte ftars. 
And (bed your happieft influence ; urge your (pheres^ 
With fwifter pace, to roll their cycles on. 
And bring the blifsful hour. My gratitude 
For fpeech too mighty, (hall be fhown in deeds. 

Elf. If, Ethelbert, my tongue, by fecret fear. 
And maiden fhame reftrain'd, hath hitherto 
Been filent ; deem not thence Elfrida's love 
Lefs warm, or tranfport, at this bleft event. — 
My lord, my father,—now, thou haft, indeed, 
Approv'd thyfelf a father, gentle, kind. 
As thou wert ever ; and a fecond time 
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Being on me confer'd ; fer ^ile I fire 
This frail exiftence haogs on Ethelbert. 

Offa, What tranfport fills my bofom !— Full contentment, 
How fweet thy fmiles, thou child of redtitude. 
Asy to her handmaid elm, the wedded Tine 
Clings and unites, may thou to Ethelbert ! 
The pious Egbert, who from Litchfield fways, 
With hollowed crofier, Mercians church* to-morrow, 
With pray'rs devout and tuneful pfalmody 
Of nuptial hymn, Audi blefs your mutud vows. 

\Exeina, 



ACT III. Scene i. 

« 

An HalU in the Palace of Offa. 

Enter Bertha and Sigibert. 

Bertha. 

Wondrous old itian \ fure wlfdom in thy breaft. 
Bides ever, and perfuafion on thy lips ; 

This happy change is thine. Vain hopes of man. 

And tranfitory joys ! — — Ev'n now the minftrcls 
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Explore the harp prelufive; and rehearfe 
The nuptial fong ;— the bridal bow'r is dcck'd -, 
And fond Elfirida moyes, in regal trim. 
To meet her Ethelbcrt. 

Si^e, Prophetic thought 
Forefaw, that Offa would not thus reCgn 
The hopes and projedls, that ha?e filled his foul. 
For twice ten years, with Anglia's fcapbcat (hores. 
To gird around, as with a coat of mail. 

The fertile plains of Mercia. He would join 

Warrior and monk, the bigot and the ftatefman. 
O wild attempt ! — His foul was ne'er defign'd 
To mope in fuperftidon's bonds ; 'twas form'd 
Ta feel ambition's charms, to win the palm 
Of deep- wrought policy, and ftretch his views 
Thro' the groTs cloud of ignorance that bounds 
The ken of our rude times. — Before his eyes, 
t fet the fatal prodigality 
Of prefent fame to hini, and future good 
To thofe he fways, by nuptial ties induced. 
With Anglia's king i the mercian cfown transfef'd 
Which he had rais'd to fuch illuftrious height. 
Shorn of it's glories to a foreign lord. 

Ber. But will he not relent, and yield his foul. 
Once more, a captive, to the foolifli bonds, 

Forg'd by his douge, and Elfrida's arts ?- 

Sige. It may not be $ Eifrida's influence 
Will want both fpace and time, to work a change^ 
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Ef^A now the crifie comes ; and thou fludt hear 
Ha awful voices with folemn ioterdidt 
DiTorce thefe lovers. 

Bar. Qmckljf may I hear 
The hlefled, blefled, founds !— O they will breathe 
The fweeteft roufic to my gloomy foul. [Ex^Mtf. 



C E N E 11. 



I'htfcene opetu^ and Sfclofet to the vuWf a magmficent Ck^l, 
rf aatique Jiruauref adorned as for a marriage ceremny,*^ 
Ethelbert and Elfrida; vnti thar attetuLmts^ friefit^ ai^ 
cbortfiers.'^A imptud fong If performed, 

NUPTIAL SONO. 

COME, finiliog peace, and piety, and truth. 

For CTa* blooming in eternal youth ; 

Awhile forfake your lov'd abode ; 

Whether, firom hermit's cell. 

With pray'r. 

Your fifter, bright and fair. 

In tuneful hymns, ye feek the throne of god ; 

Or, not lefs pure. 

From giant crimes fecure, 
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The fields, and homeftcad of tkc kappy fwaio^ 

The grove, and (loping mead. 

With paths delighted foftly tread ; 

Soon, ye fweet ftrangers, come, and long remain jf 

And deign with kings tn Qourtly bowers to dwell. 

To blefs the rites, oh come, ye hallow'd band ; 
And on this gentle pair, with bounteous hand. 
Your bright and facred treafures pour, 
Richer than orient gold. 
Or gems. 
Or royal diadems, 

The virtuous thought and felf-applauding hour. 
Complete and whole. 
According unifon of fouL 
Let waving plenty crown their pcafant's toil. 
Oh banifti from their age 
Famine, and fear, and hoftile rage. 
Let hcav'n with eyes benign regard the foil. 
And bid their children's fons the fceptre hold. 

l/jfter the nufhalfcng, Oflfii nUn im gnoifoiwmg 

Offa, qfide. 
Oh beauteous fcene of peace ; ambition down 5 
Why wilt thou warp my fpirit? Let me tread 
The blcffed paths of virtue, and paruke 
Thefe children's happincfs. Oh then relent — 
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Wilt thou, with impious bands, thou fimige maoj 

Reod the predefUn'd tics, which heav'n has knit ? 

Wilt thouy o'er this fair propped, like a fiend^ 

Sail wrapt in ftorm^ and Uight, and peftileace ? 

To mar it all, and turn the notes of joy. 

Which cherubim might ihare, to groans of anguiiL « — 

Oh Sigebert, oh Bertha, your^fuggeftions 

Hare funk too deep. RefifUefs influenor. 

The pow'rs malign predombate. In vain 

My heart recoils. What fate decrees muft come. 

[He advances from the fide fiene /a ih frtmt of the fhgeJl. 

Break oS the rites, refenre the nuptial vow, 
For happier hour, and omens. Now, the ftars. 
With afpedl red, frown on our work. Elfrida, 
Retire. You marvel, prince ; but know, that caufes 
Moil urgent, and fuch high authority 
As I may not gainfaj, demand this change. 

Etheh Is this then Ofl^*s faith ? — Know, king of Mercia, 
In fight of heav'n, I hold Elfrida mine ; 
And never, but with life, will I refign 
The dear poflefEon. No, this little arm. 
In fuch a caufe, will hurl the thunder's force 
Againft oppofmg breafb, and guard my claim, 
Tho' thoufands flood array'd, in phalanx firm. 
Thy creatures. Think not, tho' thy realm outweighs 
}fi ilrength my Anglia, this moft cruel wrong. 
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SbaH iinrevcDgM be borne. Rage \(rill fupply 
What fails in force. 

Ofit. Young prince, you talk this well. 
But ne'er (hall threats, when other motives fail. 
The foul of Offa fway.-r-Reftrain thy rage. 
A future moment, haply, may concede 
What from thy wifh the prefent hour withholds. 

£//. Oh ! wretched princefs, from what heighth of happinefs 

Art thou caft down ? My woes, like famifh'd wolves, 

Wait to devour me. O tdy lord, my hufband. — 
My father ! —(hall thefe dear and tender names, 
Which I fo fondly cherifhM, prove but titles 
Of forrow and defpair ? and fhall the ties 
Which fecm'd by hand of an^ls wove, to draw 
Me kindly to you both, prove racking cords 
To ftrain my heart afunder ?— Nature, nature, 
Duty, and love, oh whom ftydl I renounce ? 
Whom follow ? — Ev Vy way,' o moil undone.— 
Can I renounce thee, Ethefbert, whofe love 
1 tender more than life ? And o, my father. 
Can I begin to ftand in bold rebellion 
Againft that will I ne'er oppos'd before ? 

Offa. Thefe tranfports are mofl vain. Retire, Elfrida. 
Forbear the fight of Anglia's king. Remember, 
Obedience prompt in this, thy hthtr deems 
Teft of thy duty. 

E(f, Sooner from their orbs 
Tpar forth thefe eyes, with all their bleeding cords. 
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Can mjfers yield their treafures ? Can the matron 
Giye to the ruffian's fword her only child, 
Price of her travail, nurfeling of her hopes ? 
Here let me Gnk, and lofe all fenfe and feeling 
OF what I was, what am, and what may be. 

Offa. • Virgins, attend your miflrefs hence. No more, 
Elfnda ; on thy life, wake not my wrath. 

EJf. Oh ! cruel ^ther. Prince, we maft become 
Dead to each other ; fo my father dooms, 
No more to meet, fpeak, love, or ev^ to think 
That thus we lov*d, and thus we bade adieu. 
Yet furely we (hall meet ; there is a place 
For wretched fouls from vile exigence freed. 
And oft the (pirit which fliall winglt's flight 
Before the kindred mind, fhali feek it's mate, 
And whifper it away, and imp itV plumes, 
To reach the bleft abode. « 

Etheh By every tie, 
Divine and human, thou art now mf bride ; 

No mortal force (hall part i;s. Cruil tyrant, \jo Offij, 

The meafure of thy fraud is now complete. 

And of my patience.^— ^ Now for punifhment.-— — 

My valiant warriors, if ye love your king. 

Can ye behold his wrongs \ For me and vengeance, 

Draw your good fwords. 

OJa. Thy blood be on thy head ; 

Advance n^y chofcn band. 
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{]/// the two kings y with their atteMdanU^ are on the pcmi 9f 
engaging each other, Elfrida ru/hes forward, and throws 
her/elf on her knees between the two forties.^ 

Elf, Oh father— pnince 

Reftrain your rage, or fee me fall the vidim 

Of your diflenfion. Titro' this panting brcaft 

Shall the firft blow be fpcd ; ye (hall not pafs, 
But o'er thefe trampled limbs, to mutual flaughter f — 
Spare me, my (ire, and (heath thy fatal fword ! 
And chief to thee, my darling, my efpous'd. 

To thee I call. Oh, by the name of love. 

And all our hopes of happincfs to come,- — • 
Forbear, forbear I 

Offa, Daughter thy voice prevails 
I will not ftaip this holy place with blood. 
Thou, prince, revere the prefent deity. — [to Ethdbert. 

My child, retire ; thou muft no more behold 
The king of Anglia \ and thy prompt obedience^ 
To this my ftridl command, will prove, to him. 

Sure pledge of fafety. 1 will hear no more. 

Guards bear her hence. Remember the condition. 

Elf, Oh king of Anglia, oh my lord, my hufband ! » 
Oh cruel Gre i 

[Elfrida, with her female attendantSf is bohu of iy the guattlf.] 
Ethel, The mounting fire hath pafs'd. 
That fed my palEon, as the lightning brief! — 
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And DOW I mek ia (bfinefs feminine ; 

Andy feeble » a chidden bebe» could feek 

The mean relief of tears — * A leaden deep 

Hangs on each fcofe» and weighs down all my powers. 

lExU Ethelhert. 



SCENE 



IH. 



0^, The die is cafL— What have I done ? — O, Sigebert| 
This ad is thine. Thy counfels have compell'd mCj 
Ev'n to the brink and edge, where yawns below 
A dreadful precipice. — Here let me fland, 
jCoUedledy fummon all my wandVing thoughts^ 
And fathom, if I can, with ftcdfaft eye, 
The gulf before me. 

Sige. Can the mighty Offa, 
The child of war, the minion of renown, 
When glory calls him with her awfiil voice, 
Refiife to hear ? When pow*r imperial woos 
With lofty charms, avert his loathing eyes ? 
When countlefs treafures only wait his grafp, 
Clofe and withdraw his hand ?— Oh different far. 
Were OfFa's thoughts, when with viftorious arm 
Northumbria's crcft he ftruck, and from his fway 
A province tore ; or when, the kentifh bands 
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Qneird and confounded, wide his banners wav'd 
In. conquered Aldrick's plains. Far diff'rent then. 
When haughty Ken wolf, rival of his might, 
EiTay'd in arms what Mercia could, and funk* 

OJfa, The quick and fiery pow'r of intellect 
With fudden change, now fluctuate^ here, now there, 
Like northern lights along the (buriry cope, 
That (hooting tremulous forebode the ftorm-* 
The ftorm indeed x alternate paiEons rage 
Tempcftuous through my foul ;--as 'twere a nifh. 
They bend the rooted purpofe. Rugged virtue 
Hardy and firm, the growth of many years. 
Shakes at the bl^Ul, and on the ground will ftrew 
Her verdant honours. 

Stgt. To preferve them rather 
Refrefhing dews (hall come, and foft'ring gales \ 
The tears of pleafure, and the glad acclaims 
Of Mercia's people, for their peace fecur'd 
To Ute pofterity, (hall on your laurels 
Defcend, and foftly breathy, and bid them rife. 
With bolder growth, and hide their heads in heav*n. 
But pardon me, ipy lord, this wav*ring mood, 
Unworthy all of thee, with wonder fills 
Thy faithful fcrvant. Of&'s mighty thoughts 
Were wont difclaim the weaknefs feminine 
Of doubt and fudden change, and like his fword 
Keen, bnght, unbending, forceful, to their mark 
With prompt dccifion flew. 
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Offa. And well they might. 
For plain and obvious^ hitherto^ the path 
Befi>re me ftretch'd ; and io the fame abode 
Fame, int reft, Tirtue, dwelt. But now disjoin'd 
Their dwellings wide, and intricate the way, 
Befet with thorns and dark with miil and cloud* 
That leads to each.^*Retire« good Sigebertv 
Behold our queen — Somewhat of import high 
To us» or to the ftate dwells on her mind. 
Which to dilclofe (he has our prifate ear 
This day folicited. In fome (hort fpace 
Let valiant Ella wait upon our leifure. 



[Exa Sigeben. 



SCENE IV. 



Offa and Bertha. 



Bertha come near,— ^nay why is this ? Your looks 
Are blank with ghaftly fear ; your trembling limbs 
Scarce bear you, with a (low reluAant pace.-* 
Of late I mark, with bittemefs of foul, 
That care or (ickne(s from your florid cheek 
Hath chac*d the bloom of health, and lively cheer« 
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And fierce Elfrida's rage ; for well I know, 
She views me with fuch hate, as ftill purfues, 
From envious ofFspring of a former bed. 
The father's fecond choice. —Be prompt and firm. 

lExii Bertha. 



SCENE V. 



Offa, Sigebert, ami £lli« 

Ofa. Brave Ella, from my chofen bands fcleft 
Twice ten battalions. Hafte to Anglia's bounds : 
Her prefent ftate of carelefs eafe fupine 
Precludes refiftance. Overfpread her plains ; 
'Till Domnoc's* tow'rs, befidc the roaring deep, 
Receive your hoft. There camp'd await my coming.'-- 
Wonder not, but obey. — Yet more I would — 
But why does fliame thus mantle on my cheek ?— 
My tongue is palfy'd. — Learn from Sigebert 
Thy further charge. 

[Exit Offa- 

♦ The ancient capital of Eaft-Ai^glia now overflowed by the fca. 
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SCENE VI. 

SiGEBERT and Ella. 

£lla. A change (b violent 
And fudden, from the feafl and nuptial fong 
To warlike preparation, and the fhout 
Of martial fury ! 

Sige. Mufe not, valiant Ella, 
Nor (land with folded arms in filence wrapt. 
The king hath wifely doom'd. Tlie hour is come. 
That adds Eaft-Anglia, with her fea-beat plains. 
To Mercians realm. On every fide fecure, 
Bounded by mighty rivers, or the fea. 
Complete and whole, a fortrefs in herfelf, 
Our land (hall fcom iqvaders. To maintain 
This glorious prize indi(putably ours. 
An a^ of prompt and neceffary daring 
Requires thy faithful fword ; which, if thy brcaft 
With love and duty to thy royal mailer, 
Or patriot virtue glows, thou wilt not now 
Withhold. 

EUa. When was the day, tl)at Ella's fpcar. 
If glory call'd, or duty to his king. 
Slept cold, or unperforming, in his hand ? 



iige. Young Ethclbcrt muft fall.— Nay fiart not back : 
Thy country's weal demands it. — Open force 
Were vain. — To yon dark fhade at early dawn. 
And oft at clofing ere, doth he refort. 
Thither to cheer his lonely hoursy if fame 
Err noty the bright Elfrida too repairs. 
The path from hence is dark and intricate ; 
The ipreading treeSy in dofe embrace overhead. 
Unite their tops ; and from their nigged arms* 
Impervious to the fight, in fragrant wreaths 
The tufted woodbines hang. 1 he place is apt ■ 
The king's command is pofitive. — More fpeech 
Were needlefs, when intelligence with duty 
Combines^ as in thy foul. 



iExit Sigcbert^ 



SCENE VIL 

Ella» alone. 

Oh wretched Ella ! 
Why wert thou fingled out for fliame ? What ^^t 
In thy long life of warfare branded thee, 
By cruelty or bafenefs, for the taflc 
Of an afTaffin ? Shall this trufly fword, 
My lov'd companion for twice twenty years 
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In tofl and dan^^ which wai ftever braiidifli'd, 

Save when in open fight I nttt my foe. 

And face to face, be ftain'd with goiltlefs Mood ?— « 

A monarch's blood-^yoang^->geatle— -wife and braTC?— 

Offa may kill $ but never (hall debafe 

Old EUa with the name of murderer. 



SCENE VIIL 

Ardulf and Ella. 

jfrJ. A ftir unufual through the court of Mercia 
Refounds ; her warriors mufter, as for battle. 
Some furbifh up their arras, fome poife their (pears, 
Some trap their fiery fteeds. Wherever I turn, 
I meet fiich hurried and amazed looks, 
As tho' the trumpet from the beacon founded. 
And warning fires on ev'ry fummit glar'd, 
To mark the foes approach. How fares brave Ella ? 
Thou canft explain this myftVy. — What portend 
Thefe warlike preparations ?— Thou art fad.— 
Why thus avert thy face ? Methinks a tear 
Glitters in that ftern eye, the dread of foes. 

EUa, Never before was Ella's bofom torn [."ifi^f 

With fuch confli^ng paflions. — Duty firft 
To Mercians, king, through many a year of toil, 
Ne'er difobcy'd.; then, mercy and compaffipq ; 
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Next, honour's facred TOice, which fUU fupreme 

Hath fway'd my foul; andlaft, religion's law;— 

AH adrerfe to tliat duty.— For this time 

Offa commands in vain. — True, I am fad. — 

1 may not fpeak the caufe ; but, trufi: my tongue, 

*Tis worth a foldicr's forrow. — For the love 

1 bear the young and gallant Ethelbcrt, 

Let him By hence. 1 may not more reveal^ 

But mark my warning voice, which founds not lightly. 

lExU Ella. 



SCENE IX. 



Ethelbert and Ardulf. 

^rJ. My royal lord, I tremble at your flay ; 
Each moment that you linger, by a hair 
The fword terrific hangs. Nor you alone 
It menaces ; but your devoted realm 
Muft feel thofe horrors, which the wild ambition 
Of Mcrcia's king difFufes thro' our ifle ; — 
The fmokc of cities burn'd, and harvefts waded. 
The fhrieks of violated maids, the cry 
Of widow'd matrons and their orphan babes ! 

EtU. I can believe wliatcverbafe or vile 
Thy tongue can utter, or thy thoughts fuggcfl. 
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Of Mercia's king.— He's ta'cn me in the tolls. — 

Unveil'd I now can read the guilty purpofe 

Of his di/Tembled love and (pecious wiles ; 

And did not fair Elfrida's angel form 

Cling round this heart and melt my foul ; the fword 

Should (peak my gratitude. Ev'n to the beard. 

Would I reproach his perfidy, and write it, 

In characters mofl: plain and legible. 

On his imperious brow. 

Ard. Oh think, my lord, — 
Not from the reiUefs aims of wild ambition 
Thy danger only, but from female rage 
Of charms defpis'd, refentful. Pride and fcorn, 
And jealoufy, combining all, will goad 
To madnefs Bertha's foul, and raife a flame 
Thy blood alone can quench. 

EtheU Unhappy woman I — 
Juft are thy fears from Bertha. Well f know 
What pangs, what hells her ardent foul endures ; 
While fierce and manly paflions, with their war, 
O'erwhelm and harrafs the weak female form. 
Where (hall the fpirit flay, which thus hath dar*d 
What woman boldefl can ? 

Ari. The time, my lord, 
Requires a vigorous and prompt decifion. 
Ev'n now the florm may burft ; confirm your fouj, 
To wrefUe with its fury. Wer't not good 
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To fly this court, where (hares furround your path^ 
And on your native plains tbe ftandar^ raife i 

Ethel. That, Ardulf, be thy care — ^^ith fiery §>ec4 
Repair to Domnoc ; fummon all my pow*rs ; 
And from the fwains, whofe Xoil with waving corn 
The bank of Humber doaths, and fnun tihe itrain 
Whofe finewy arras fubdue the wave, aa|d reap, 
'Midft dews of midnight and the howling ftorm, 
Their harvcft from the deep, fcledt the prime. 
Soon will I join your force, whom th' only hope 
To bear Eifrida partner of my fl'fibt 
Detains in Mercia. 

jlrd. Here, I rooted fland 
Until I conquer. Thou muft fly with iV^d Jf- 
I will not fupplicate thee, but command ; 
For fure my years, my love and fervices. 
May claim authority. Thou muft away. — 
Nay, look not ftern. I will entreat thee then. 
If thou haft pity for thefe hoary hairs, 
Think on thy danger. 'Tis not from furmife, 
Or anxious love, but grounded certainty, 
1 warn thee thus ; tliy treachVous hoft this night 
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Some fatal blow defigns. 

Ethel. My worthy Ardttlf, 
Fear not; thouknow'ft, that, led by gallant Ofwy, 
A brave and chofen fquadron tends my fteps, 
Sufficient to protect from force by day, 
Pf treachery by night, Heav'n combat with thce^ 
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And (harpeo thy good falchion. Loofe thine hold. 
Wake not my wrath, for, by th* immortal poVrSt 
I will not hence to night. 
Ard. Then (harp enough 

My falchion is, to pierce a loyal heart, "^. 

And (pare theie aged eyes the cruel fcene 

To-morrow's fun may (how. 
ElhcL On thy allegiance 

Forbear ; and if thine heart, with love or pity. 

Beats for thine Ethelbert, as iure it does, 

I>elay not thy departure. 
Ard. O, my lord, 

I go ; but never with fuch lifUefs tread. 

And heart fo heavy, did old Ardulf feek 

The tented plain. I wont to feel more blithe, 

When trumpets founded to the charge, than youth 

Apparell'd for the dance, when miafirels fmite 

Th' enlivening harp. Farewell, my much lov'd lord« 

And, oh, perhaps, for ever ! 
Ethd. Nay, good Ardulf, 

Wound not my foul with mournful auguries. 

All will be well. Ere crimfon in the wefl 

The third revolving fun fhall clofe his courfe, 

£Ifrida's radiant form and feraph froile 

/Shall grace the camp of happy Ethelbert. 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE I, 



Jtn Apartmeni in Offals Palace* 



Elfrida. 



Forgive me, nature, and ye hallow'd pow'rj, 

That watch o'er filial duty, pardon me ; 

If, in rebellion to my father's will, 

1 yield to love's command. — Tis lear the houn-— 

I muft refle<5l ; for with perfuafive accents. 

That tongue, to which my doating heart accords 

In pcrfef} oniron, will urge me foon.— . 

To what ? — I gafp and tremble, and my brain 

Is dizzy at the thought. — O father, father, 

Lov'd awful name, muft thou refoundno more, 

In matin oraifon, or chant at eve. 

From poor Elfrida^s tongue ? — O Ethelbcrt, 

My lord, my hufband, fo this heart muft deem, 

1 hcfc lips muft call thee ;— can I then forego— 
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SCENE II. 



Enter Ethelbert. 



EthiL What gentle voice, in fwectly plaintive toneS| 
Invokes the name of Ethelbert ? 

Elf. In footh. 
My thoughts, as well as tongue, were bufy'd whole 
With Ethelbert. . 

Ethel. For that, may gracious heav'n 
ShowV down its bleflings on thee. Be the omen 
Propitious to my hopes. Alas, you figh ; 
Your face averted hides a gufhing tear.— 
Why are you'Glcnt ? 

Elf. How can I behold. 
How (peak to thee ? when my relcntlefs fire. 
With unprovok'd and cruel outrage, mars 
The hope he nurtured. And, when I reflcft — 
There is the mortal flab — what further ill 
He yet may meditate, with grief and fhame 
O'erwhelm'd, I dread thine eyes. — And then, each word 
Exchang'd with thee, incurs a father's curfe, 
Sternly againft our intercourfc denounc'd. 
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Ethel, The moments prefs, my love : your tyrant father 
Holds me a captive here> who came his gueft. 
His fnares around me fpread, and, hour by hour. 
Nearer he draws them. Should I now delay, 
Around my head they clofe. In Mercia's court 
This night if 1 remain, thine Ethelbert 
Sees not to-morrow's fun. Now is the time 
To (how thy love fincere, as thou haft vow'd. 

Elf. Sincere ! — O Ethelbert, thou little know'ft : 
Would I might fleep away my fpan of life. 
And only wake in 'heav'n to peace and thee. 

EtbeL This hour eventful with my doop is fraught i 
On it my life, and dearer far than lifey 
My love, depends. 

Elf. Oh whither (hall I fly? 
To that thy fi)eech would draw me,— to thy camp ? 
There, ftern in arms, th' embattled fquadrons breathe 
Revenge againft my (Ire. Soon will ye meet, 
Amidft th' oppofed files ; your fatal fwords 
Aim'd at each others creft ; while I, (pcdlatrefs 
Of the fad tragedy, muft weep and bleed, 
Whoe'er prevails. 

Ethel. Wilt thou not (hare my flight ? 

Elf. Nq. — Put a ponyard in Elfiida's hand. 
To pierce her father's bofom ! — Share thy flight I 
And join thy camp, array'd in warlike pomp. 

To triumph o'er my parent ! Tho' I love thee 

More than the light of hcav'n, and reft thy fight, 
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Within a conyent's gloomy a widow'd mourner, 
Will pafs my wretched days^, in tears and cries. 

EtbfL Why willyou torture whom you love ? Why fcek 
Seipair and griefy when hope and fmiling days 
Hang on this hour, and crowd for thine acceptance ? 

Elf. Reflea o prince, — ^what dowV (hall fad Elfrida 
Bring to thine arms ? A father's wounding curfe. 
That curie, which never weak or unavailing 

From lips parental falls. Oh me unhappy ! 

Return, ye days of childhood innocence. 
Smiling, return. Then my lov'd father's praife. 
In words fpontaneous, to the founding chords 
Attemper'd, flow'd, and caught the echoes rounds 
And bade them learn the tale of hardihood, 
And teach the Itft'ning fwains their monarch's prowefs. 
And oft the village maiden, that with fong 
Deceives the toilfome hours, would ceafe the ftraia 
Of love diiailrous, or enchantment drear, 
To tell how Offa won the well-fought field. 

EibeL Can 'ft thou unmov'd behold my tears, my danger ?— • 
Be thou obey'd. — Receive the facrifice 
Of this devoted life. 

Elf. What means my love ? 
Can dangers threat the life of Ethelbert 
Nor touch Elfrida f 

Etbeh Yes, let Offa come, 
1 wait his cruelty ; for (he who fways 
The deftiny of Ethelbert decrees it^ 
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Elf. While yet I hop*d 
That 0£fa might relent, oor peril fear'd 
' To thee ; my filial love^ with fbdd delay, 
Excufe oppos'd ; but now, with altered roindy 
Thy danger feen^ I urge thy fligbi^ prepar'df 
The partner of whatever good- or ill 
Remains for thee in ftoi^- — Thy realitt laid waflie^ 
An ambulh for thy life ! — lend him your wings 
Angels of light, that bear th' almighty's mandate 
7 hrough heav'n, and earth, and (ea^*r-Hafle, hafte, my lore^ 
Thy will alone is mine. I come-^I fly — 

Juji. The moments prefs, my lord ; the fun declines 
Behind yon hills ; and, through the waving trees^ 
Diiarm'd of half his fire, the crimfon orb 
Shoots a departing luflre, and illumes. 
As with a thoufand lamps, the glitt'ring cafements 
Of hall and armoury. — Th' impending night 
Muft well be hufbanded ; her friendly veil 
Alone can promife fafety. Faithful Cbba 
Will guide you to my hermitage. I feel 
A fpirit in this bofom urge me on 
To fcek the king of Mercia. With a tongue, 
Fy human greatnefs or the frowns of man, 
Unaw'd, will I reproach him. Heav'n, perhaps, 
May make my voice an humble inftrument 
To call him home to piety and peace. 

\Extt Juftuu 
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SCENE IV. 

Elfrida, ErHELBERTy and Ebba. 

Elf. Alwioa only (hall partake my flight. 
She has been ever faithful. O farewell, 
Te peaceful dear abodes of early prime : 
Ye bounded all my wifhes once. I thought, 
BIcfs'd in my childifti fports and harmlefs thoughts, 
And a fond parent's fmilc, that heav'n itfelf 
Had nothing more to give. Alas how changed ! 
My happinefs no more within myfelf 
I find ; it hangs on thee, o Ethelbert. 
My wifh no more within my father's walls 
Is boonded now. It flies abroad with thee. 
Uncertain what it would. And on the future 
A die of dreadful import trembling waits. 

Etbd. Two hundred gallant fpearmen tried in arms 
Shall guard us in our flight. Their fiery fteeds, 
On Africk's fands, or rich iberian plains. 
By fwarthy moors were bred. With noftrils wide, 
They fnuff the gale ; and fweep along the plain, 
Keen as the northern blaft. 

Ebba, Ere morrow's dawn, 
We gain the hermitage. I know it well, 
A river with its ouzy waters round 
Impales an iflet, and approach denies, 
Save by a narrow caufeway known to few. 
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The hunter of die wild, or thofe who, led 

By pious motives, with derotion's foot. 

The revVend place explore. From eyes profane 

A clump of oaks, coeval with the foil, 

An humble manfion hide, and round infpire 

A gloom religious, fuited to the life 

Of him who bides within ; for there, devote 

To heav'n, or men whofe thoughts on heav*n are benty 

Long time hath Juftus dwelt ; and from the foil, 

With his own hands, obtain'd fuch (imple food. 

As nature for an aged frame requires, 

Preferv'd by temperance and tranquil thoughts 

From languor and decay. 

Ethel, Behold the queen. 
Let us retire. And Ebba, thou, when darknefs 
Involves the face of things, colledb my train 
And wait, in Clence, at the poftern gate 
Behind the facrifty. With circuit wide 
Coafting the palace walls, we thence may gain. 
By fccret paths, an unfrequented ford. 
Then, through the woods that clothe the river's fide 
We (hape our courfe, and gain the hermitage. 

[^Exeunt^ 
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SCENE V. 

Bertha. 

Wintering at the ^fofite part of thejlage \-^Jbe looks eatnefily 
after them. 

Oh wretch what haft thou done ? — What web of fate 
Haft thou prepared ?— Ha ! — there the lovers pafs'd— 
Sec — how (he hangs upon him f May perdition I — 
Ev n on the brink and precipice they dream> 
The main o'erhanging. — Soft the verdant turf. 
And gay the wild-flow'r flaunting o*er the verge ; 
With treachVous toil th' undermining wave 
Affiduous beats below, with fudden crafh 
The foil unftable mixes with the deep.— 
Their love is innocent ; but what is thine ? 
O foul, moft foul ! — Shall I then fly to Offa ? 
Unfay the falfhoods of itiy guilty tongue. 
And die in peace ? — And fl\all I then confefs 
Such unexampled guilt ? That, fhame forbids. — 
And fliall they triumph o'er th' untimely grave 
Of miferable Bertha?— Shall I join 
Their hands and fall a facrifice, to grace 
The nuptial rites ?— If I muft fall, and fure 
Tis fo decreed, their fall fhall fweeten mine.-— 
Whene'er we doubt and heCute on ill, 
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The tempting fiend dill fets before our eyesy 
And places in our reach apt infburoentSy 
That court our hand and a^t perdoion fure. . 
For lo, this Sigebert. 



SCENE WU 

BERTifA and SrcBBiRT. 

The king of Anglia 

Was here ev*n now, and« with hini» Ofia's daughter^ 

Regardlefs of her father's curfe desM>UDc'd 

On converfe with his foe. 

Sige> Much danger hence 
To Mercians king refults ; for though^ by nature. 
The princefs to her Qrt is dutiful. 
Yet what the wiles of Ethelbert may work. 
Moulding her to his wi(heS| wetl^and juftly 
May raife fufpicion. 

Ber. Well, indeed, and juftly — 
Precarious is the life of Mercians king. 
While Ethelbert furvives. I have employ'd 
My utmoft powV, entreaties, arguments. 
Tears and reproaches, but in yaiQ* His foul 
Unceruin veers, irrefolution firango 
And to his nature foreign. 
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Ssge. 0& comes. 
Slow aod rdudant is he, to complete 
What prudence di^tes, and alone can give 
Stability to greatnefs. Yet my voice 
Hath rous'd a ipirit of fublime ambition, 
Aod godlike tbirft of rule. Mine be the care. 
To guard his heart, and ftifle, in the birth, 
Compundious viiitings. 

Brr, No, 'twere a deed, 
To pull down curfes — do not— yet, to (ce 
Their wifhes crown'd, each in the other bleft f — 
I cannot bear it. — Sigebert, thy zeal 
For OfFa's life deferves— deftruftion fcize 
Both thee, and me, and all the world — my brain 
Is ftaDg-*and now it flames and burfts in chaos. 



SCENE VII. 

Offa and Sigebert. 

The firmer feem wrapi in ihoy^it. 

Offa, What can the fury of her fpeech portend ? 
What wild unwonted rage overwhelms her reafon ! 
But muuble, as (hifting clouds, and void 
Of form, as they, is woman's vagrant mind* 
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And rain the labour were, to fathom it. 
With rcafon's plummet. Now, an higher care 
Demands my thoughts ; for fee the king approach. 

Offa, Could I recall times paft — o OfFa, OfFa, 
The laft two hours ! — How are thy laurels ftain'd. 

With perfidy and murder ! — Murderer ! 

My foul revolts againfl that found. — A murderer ! 
Yet why ? — 'Tis juftice— Ethelbert contrires 
Againft my life. — So runs the fpecious tale. 
But then what proof? — And (hall a mere furmife, 
An hcarfay from a woman's tongue, which oft 
Deals forth, as certainties, the vain illufions 
Bred in the fpeaker's mind, and fidions forg'd 
Or truth with falfliood coloured and deprav'd. — 
O Sigebert. \Seeing Sigeb«rt. 
Stge. What would my royal lord ? 
OJfa. What mandate hafl thou giv'n to warlike Ella? 

And yet I know too well. Thou necd'ft not fpcak, 

And I (hould blufh to hear. 
Sige. My gracious lord, 

Such mandate, as the mighty work in hand 

Requires, was giv'n ; and, left his diligence 

Should fail, like fervices were giv'n in charge. 

To fome of truth approv'd ; and if their zeal — 

OJfa. I know what thou wouldft fay ; but heav'n forcfcnd. 

Their zeal were all fo prompt. We will recall 

The cruel mandate. 
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Sige. Firft reflefl my lord 
Ere this your troops, with rapid march poflefa 
The plains of Anglia. Is youog Ethelbert 
A (pirity that will tamely yield a kiogdom^ 
In long fuccefEon heir'd ? Or bear the wrongs 
Which thou haft ofTer'd ? — Goaded by revenge, 
To more than common daring» he will prove 
A foe moft formidable ? 

Offa, 'Tis too true. 
Heav'ns, what a web of cruelty and guilt. 
The firft injuftice weaves ! 

Stge. This very hour 
Elfrida joins his Bight. My faithful fpies 
O'erhcard their am rous parley. With what force. 
He bears her hence ; what refuge hath prepared, 
• Where fafely ftie may wait, while he, in arms, 
Purfucs her father's life. 

Ojffa. It is enough. 
This hour he dies. My difobedient child. 
In living death, within a cloifter's walls, 
And penitential works (hall meditate 
A father's curfe ftilfilPd. Thou, Sigebert, 
This night's great bus'nefs govern. Lei my troops 
Poflefs each avenue, that from the palace. 
Towards Anglia lead ; that none unqueftion'd pais. 
The reft thou knowft ; and I may truft thy zeal. 

[^Exit Sigebert, 
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SCENE VIII. 

Offa and Justus. 

But Juftus comes, religion on his brow. 
And gentle wifdom beaming from his eye««— 
Thy looks are clouded ; tell me, holy man* 
W^at deed of outrage, cruelty, or frauds 
Hath Yex*d thy righteous fpul, that b£Pa*s band 
May reach th' offenderi and th' offended cheer 
With retribution ample. 

Jufl. Afk thyfclf. 
O king I — Thy fin is great. — Think not my tongue 
Can gloze with flattery. Ill it would become 
The man, whofc days are confecrate to hea?'n. 
To fear the pov/Vs of earth. What can thy wrath. 
But fpced an old man's journey to the place 
Where long his heart and hopes have dwelt before him. 

OJa, Oh rev'rcnd ^ftus, tfiy reproving tongue 
Hath ever licence ; for I know that zeal 
In virtue's caufe, not bitterncfs of hf art, 
Infpires thy words. The pow'r, to whom thy .vows 
And oraifons are paid, in mercy, fends thee 
To call the wanderers home. Thy friendly woundsj 
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Like thofe proceeding from the leech's hand, 
GiTe health to fouls difeas*d 

Juji, Hear then, O king, 
And tremble. — Heav'n begins, this very hour, 
To vifit thine offences. — For the queen — 
I will not veil or palliate the horrors, 
Thefe eyes have view'd, but rather urge them home. 
To ftrike tliine heart. 

Offd. Saidft thou our queen ? That blow 
Would fall, indeed, moft heavy. For what horrors 
Wouldfl thou prepare me ?-^peak, and yet I tremble. 
And fain would fliun the talc, I needs muft learn. 

Juft. A dreadful monument of wrath divine. 
Your queen now pre^cs to the fatal bourne. 
Where (inners meet their doom. 

Offa. What?— How?— Oh fly. 
Oh fave and guard her. AH that Mercia holds 

Of dear and precious (hall be facrific'd 

Oh let me hafte. 

Juji, No, fpare thy heart that pang ; 
Thy guilt is great ; yet, would the fight of Bertha 
So rend thy heart-ftrings, that the chaftifement 
Were ev'n too cruel. 

Offa. I fly, to prove the worft. 
The voice, the looks, the foothtng cares of love 
AflTuage the fierceft pangs. 

Jujl. All aid is vain.. 
She cannot koow thy love, or feel thy cares* 
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Rcafon hath left her feat. This very hour, 

Confcious of cruel wrong, by forg'd fuggefUon 

And fal(hoods vile, to royal Ethelbcrt, 

With which, it feems, your ear (he had abus'd, 

And wrought you to contrive his death, the thought 

Became too grievous for her burthen *d foul. — 

To her diftradled fenfe the bleeding form 

Of Anglia's king ftiil prefent, goaded her, 

With fcorpion fting fo keen, that, in the rage 

And whirlwind of dcfpair, (he fwallow'd poifoa.— 

Oh gracious hcav'n ! She's here, with ftrength renew'd, 

From deadly languor. — Now prepare thyfelf. 

For horrors, which the tongue of man muft fail 

To paint : and only guilt, like hers, can know^ 



SCENE IX. 

Bertha Jijlraded; Offa, Justus, Attendants, 

Ber I've drank the cup of paffion. — Like the banc 
Of fubtleft venom, it dries up my blood, 
And courfes nimbly through the empty veins.-— 
It flafhes on my brain, confumes my heart. 
And hunts, from feat to feat, the failing fenfe. 
1 know thee well, thou art a murderer. [to OfFa. 

Thy hands arc red j — the blood of Ethelbert 
Is on them f 
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OJa, Nowy indeed, I feel my crimey 

Id full deformity. This woman's pangs 

Begin my punidiment. Peace Bertha^ fpeak, 

X^ook up. — She knows me not. 
Jujl. Oh, fuchafcenc 

Avert from chriflian fouls, ye pow'rs of grace. 

Ber. Hal —what art thou ? Some mefTenger from heav'n. 

Fraught with glad tidings ? Such thy hoary hairs. 

Thine awful looks, and revVend garb bcfpeak. — 

The hand of vengeance prefles on my head. 
Oh fave me, fave me. Tell me, \i thou canft. 
Will fhrift and penance wafh away my flain \ 
Son of religion, tell me, fhould I fly 
And grafp the altar, will th' avenging arm 
Snatch me from thence ? O hide me in the cloifters. 
Where meek-eyed fifters chant the matin fong, 
With unpolluted lips. When Ethelbert 
Shall come to feek me, let a fnowy veil, 
Conceal my lineaments ; and to my bofom 
The facred crofs I'll ft rain ; and on my fingers 
The rofary (hall hang to cheat his eye— 
I bum, 1 burn. — O lay me where the bank 
O'erhangs the ftream, where gufhing waters found. 
And waving poplars imitate the voice 
Of timid lovers, whifp'ring in the dufk ; 
There, the cool rufhing of the weftern gale 
Shall fan my raging foul. My lips (hall drink 
The dew-drops, as they fall, to quench their fire. 
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Offa. Oh bear her hence ; and footh, with tcnd^rcft care. 
Her wand'ring mind. As idle founds receive^ 
Wild and unfounded, what her frenzy utters. 
^ Ber. Oh king of Anglia, ftay. There, there, in flames 
He pafsM, riding the meteors of the north. 
Come, come ; give me your wings ye winds ; — I rife. 
And now, I mingle with the clouds. Buril, burft. 
And whelm me in a deluge. Wa(h away 
All fenfe, all thought, all memory of paft. 
Hark, hark ;-'-.— -he calls again. — I follow thee. 
Yet foft, I may not My difaftrous love 
Kills where it follows. I deftroy d thee Ethelbcrt !— — 
Off, off, vile trappings of unfeemly duft f 
The fiends are here. — They drag me to my doom. 
The fulphur flames, the king of urror calls. 
From his infernal throne, in thunder calls. — 
I come — I fly — Hell I hell ! I'm wholly thine. 

l^She is Borne ojthijlagg. 



SCENE X. 



Ofpa and Sigebirt. 



Sige. My lord, the king of Angli^ and your daughter. 
Eluding our bcft diligence, are fled ; 
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But doabt oot, that this night from Ethelbert, 
So well I have proTided, ukes alike 
The pow'r and will to trouble your repofe. 

Offa, Hence from my prefence, hence, thou haggard mifchie^ 
And may difeafes, loathed as thy form. 
And as thine anions foul, confume the remnant 
Of thy pernicious life. This work is thine. 

Sioe. Are thefe the fruits of all my labour'd fchemes ? 
Have I for this, with watchful nights, confum'd 
This feeble frame, and worn the day in muCng, 
Of food and eafe unmindful ?— Be the fool 
Accurft, who treads the labyrinth of courts ; 
And doubly curd th' ambitious Have, who fells 

His peace and virtue, for a ftateiman's name. 

Offa, Vvt finn'd beyond redemption. Never more 

Shall Offa's foul know reft, if Ethelbert — 

That thought were madncfs. — Fly,--recall oar troops,— 

Prepare my fleeteft fteed.— Ourfelf will fly, 

To feek that injur'd youth — This arm fhall guard him. 

Elfrida fhall be his,— This very night, 

With nuptial benediction, will I join 

Their plighted hahds.— I know his noble nature 

Retains not anger.— He (hall be my fon, 

Dear as young Ethelred.— In fight of heavn, 

1 fwear a folemn league of amity, 

Between our kingdoms. Never fhall my fword 

Be drawn in wars unjuft.— Ambition's glare 

Shall dazzle me no more ; but works of peace 
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And mercy (hall obtaiD th' unfaded palm, 
Whofe wreath outfhincs the laurel ftain'd in blood. 



[^Extunf» 



ACTV. SCENE 1. 



Night, — j^ gloomy fore/i wkb a cave ; thunder and Rgbtning^ 
Ethelbert, Elfrida, AlwinA) EsBAan^ Attendants. 

ETHBLBERTi 

Alas ! you faint ^plfrida, let us feek 

Reft for your weary Innbs. There is a ca?e. 

That feenis, by nature, form'd for haplefs love 

A friendly harbour. Thither let us tend. ^ 

The gleaming fires, that run along the ground, 

"U ill guide our fteps. 

. Elba. Forgive thy fervant s zeal ; 

Due weft from hence, the hermit's dwelling lies, 

Not many leagues ; and, could we reach that place. 

We were in fafety. Compafs'd as we arc 

With Offa's fquadroDs, on the ftorm and darknefs 

Depend our hopes of flight. The morning's dawn 

Will foon o'ertake us, for the ftar that reigns 
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At midnight in the zeirithy ere the tcmpcft 
Began to rage, flood o'er our heads dire A. 

Ethel £bba» I thank thy love ; but fear and toil 
So prefs Elfrida, that her ftrength would fail. 
Should we proceed. 

Alw, Alas, roy gracious lord. 
For pity feek yon cave : the night is fearful. 
Along our horfes backs, in undluous ftreams» 
The fiery vapours ran, blaz'd on their heads, 
Or kindled thro* their manes — hark, hark, that peal 
Of voUey'd thunder ! — Heav'n, in mercy, (parens! 

Ethel, All nature's bonds are loofe. The clementsi 
Abfolv'd from their allegiance to her laws, 
Ufurp each other's place, and wildly wage 
Intcftinewar; or, more portentous, meet 
And blend in league ill-forted and difcordant. 
Now lightning fills the air, now, mix*d with rain^ 
The (hooting meteors fall, an horrid (howV 
Of fire and water fcarce diftinguifhable. . 
Where'er we turn, the failing earth recedes. 
All is a watry wafte. The howling wind 
Ploughs up the liquid plain, and whirls it round. 
In ftormy fleet. 

EI/. My deareft Ethelbcrt, 
Excufe a woman's weakncfs, that my heart, 
Though th'.n art near me, finks beneath the terrors 
Of this mod dreadful night, — I would not fear. 
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My foul IS manly, but my woman'» frame, 
Feeble and frail, fpite of my bcft rcfolves, 
DeprefFes it, and I could melt in tears. 

EtheL My love, what hare you fufFer'd !— 4ind for me— 
As through the woods we pafs'd, the tangled boughs 
Thy garments rent, and bruis'd thy tender limbs, 
And caught thy beauteous trcffcs. From thy locks 
The drifted rain diftils. Thy lorer's hand* 
Shall prefs the moifturc forth, and o*cr his heart 
The flowing gold citpand. Soon, (hall the warmth 
Of this fond bofom dry it. Let ray train 
Collet the withered leaves and branches fere. 
Scattered around this cave, and bid them flame 
To comfort her chill'd limbs. 

Elf. See, here are feats 
Difpos'd by nature's hand. The (helving rock. 
Commodious bench, projects, with downy mo(s, 
Violet, and fcentcd thyme, and tufted grafs 
O'er grown ; and mantling o'er the rugged walls. 
The creeping ivy fpreads her upeftry. 

Of bright and glofly green*. After the toils 
Of night, this humble cave a palace feems. 



* It may be ciflccd, how'could Elfrida fee tU this,''as it v/is dark night ? 
I anfwcr, by the gleam of the meteors and corufcations, that inccflantly 
filled the air; and befidcs, by this time, the train of Ethelbert 
mij-ht bave (Imcka light, to make a fire, as they were dircfted to do 
by l\im. 
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With thee, my Ethelbert, whofe gentle fmile 
Can ev'ry flate endear, and ev'ry fcenc. 

EiheL What fufFerings hath heroic love endor'd !— 
My heart bleeds for them. Thou wcrt ever nurft 
In pleafure's lap, and fondly lov'd, and cheri/h*d« 
And never felt rude blaft or driving rain, 
Or knew but foft delights and golden eafe, 
Such as a palace yields. — To bear all this ! — 
Which well might foil the flrength and fortitude 
Of hardy foldicrs. Sure, the life of Ethelbert, 
Should it exceed the common fpace allow'd 
To man, and all be fpent in tender eares. 
And fond obfervances, would prove too (hort 
To (how my gratitude. 

Elf. All words and ads 
Are infinitely weak, and fail to fhow 
What tbioe Elfrida feels. The more I ilrive 
To place my heart before thee, that thine eyes 
May read its thoughts, the more exprelEon fails.— 
Sure I was bom in fome ill-omen'd hour. 
For thy deftruftion. 'Twas this fatal form 
That lur'd thy ftcps to Mercia. Twas this form 
That arm'd my father's hand tb injure thte. 
This form laid Anglia wafle. This fatal form 
£xpofes thee to the relentlefs rage 
And perils of this night. 

EtbeU My dearefl, beft, 
EVfU toils and fufFerings may become delightful ; 
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That draw forth gentle offices of kindnefi^ 
From thofe we love. 

EUa. My lord^ this boding heart 
Tells roe we are ptirfued ; at intervals. 
When the fell whirlwinds intermit their howl^ 
And thunders ceafe to roar, methinksy I hear 
The found of horfe ; and once, ^ith (hrilly tonc^ 
A bugle founded. 

EtheL Haply, through the gloom, '^ 

Some fbrefler belated feeks his way, 
Enungled and alone. — Yet, left the foe 
Unguarded find us, let our fcbuts advance. — 
Thou, Ebba, to the wcflern path, that points 
Towards Juftus' dwelling ; — Ofbert, to the north ;— 
Morcar and Siward watch, with flH<fl obfervance. 
The fouth and eaft. 

^Exeunt £bl>a, &:c< 
Elf. The lightnings ccafc to flafh, ' 
A tender gleam of gray imperfe<5l light . 
Struggles for birth, and flreaks the leaden eal^, 
Forerunner of the morning.— May the dawn. 
On gold and purple wings, waft peace and joy 
.To my dear Ethelbert. 

[Ebba returm. 
Ethel. What tidings, Ebba ? 

Elba. Our fcout, adranc'd, can hear the voice of men 
Approaching through the (hade ; and once the gleam 
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Of /)a/hing light, rcpell'd from burnifh'd arras* 
Shot fearful on his eyes. 

Elf. Oh raoft undone. — 
My lord, my Ethclbcrt, where ftiall we fly ? — 
My father comes. Oh fave roe from his rage. 
He tears, he tears, thee from me. — Let us grow together 
Thus, thus. No more to part. 

EtheL Prepare, to give [to hu trahim 

Our enemies fuch welcome, as a foe 
Should meet from valiant men. — Forbear, my love, 
Oh cling not thus around me. On my arm 
Our future hopes depend. — This very now, 
This precious moment, labours with our doom. 
Well us'd, it gives to all our future lives 
Security and love. — Muft 1, then, fly 
From thine embraces ? Muft I break the clafps 
Of thine encircling arms ? 

Elf, Yes, go, my warrior, 
And ftrength and viftory fit on thy helm. 
Yet, in the- fight, for poor Elfrida's fake," 
Be careful of thy life ; and fhouldil thou meet, 
Amidft the hoftile bands, my cruel father. 
Oh think on me, think on this faithful breafl. 
And (pare his revVend head. I know, the thought 

Will ftay the fword, uplifted for his fate. 

Muft you then leave me ? 

Ethel, Better, feek the danger. 
Than tamely wait its coming. Valiant £bba. 
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Remain thou here 9 an honourable charge^ 
My lov'd Elfrida, to thy care I give ; 
And leaving thee, I march with confidence ; 
For well I know^ no harm will reach her breaft. 
But through thine own. Lead on to vidorj. 



SCENE II. 

£lfrida» Alwiha> and Ebba. 

Elf. Say, gentle friends, do you not hope my lord 
Will yanquifh thefe ailailants ? — ^Why, I know not. 
But fure my heart beats high, with lirety cheer. 
And prefages of good. — I did not think 
I could have borne to fee my Ethelbert 
Go forth to battle ; but I know that heaT'n, 
If ever it rewarded, here on earth. 
The good with favour, will protect his life, 
Palfy the hands, and blunt the fword and fpear. 
That feck his gentle breaft. 

jflw. Yes, deareft princefs, 
Heav'n will prote^ the virtuous Ethelbert^ 
From hoftile rage. His life is due to man^ 
A pattern of perfe^ion. He fhall live^ 
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To hold a iniiTor of connubial love 
Aod £uth anfbinM to ages yet unborn. 

Elf. My poor Alwina* thine advent'rous loTt 
Hath all thy hopes refign'd, to follow one 
Whofe gratitude can ill requite thy cares. 
But fortune, yet, may fmile ; and happy days 
In Anglia wait us. Mean while, let thy kindnefi 
Recorded live, in fond remembrance here. 

Ehha,' Doubt not my lord will conquer ; for his traiBt 
Of worth approv'd and hardihood, to quell 
Tenfold their number of the mercian bands» 
Excited by a monarch's voice and arro^ 
Belov'd like Ethelbert, will deeds atchieve 
3eyond the ftrength of nuuu — Speak, warlike foroi.— 



SCENE III. 

Enter, to them, a Messehgbr. 

Advance not, on thy peril, ere thy tongue 

Unfolds what errand bids thee through the gloom. 

With venturous footfteps, dare the hideous wild, 

And this more hideous ftorm. Though worn and fore 

With toil thou feem'ft, a wild and eager joy 

Pcer^ through thine cyes«~What artUiou? 
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Mejf. A iru^ fubjeft 
To royal Ethelbert, I come from Ardulf— 
All night, with weary fteps, I've journey'd. Oft, 
Encount'ring with the mercian force, I fcap'd. 
Through favour of the darknefs, and trac'd back 
My fleps with painful circuit. Deep raorafs 
Ofttimes my feet entangled ; oft the gulph 
Of fome flill-wand'ring flream, with fudden plunge 
O'crwhdm'd, received me. Oft I fcal'd, with pain, 
The fleep impending crags. But all my toils 
Are fully recompensed. I now (hall fee 
My king, and cheer his foul with joyful tidings. 

Ehha. Our lord is gone to battle ; but this princefs 
Takes a dear int'reft in whate er befalls 
Thekingof Anglia. 

Elf. Here, repofe thyfelf. 
1 fee thee /pent with labour. If thou bring'ft 
Aught good or happy, fpeak it ; for my foul 
Requires the healing balm of gladfome news. 
^ut hark, a trumpet founds. 

Ehba, It is my lord's } 
Our band returns. 

Elf. Oh god, oh god, prote<5l 
My dcareft Ethelbert ! He comes, becomes* — 
I ^rcmble, but not with terror. — Yes, thefe eyes. 
Again, (hall gaze on him, thefe eager arms 
Clafp him again, and flrain him to my heart.— 
I will go meet liim ; — lead me, lead me, £bba. 
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Support ny fteps»— -AlwiDa, to thy cafCf 
That ilraoger 1 commend ; an hour of leifure 
May (erre his ladings. Hark* again, the trumpet. 

lExewit Elfrida and Ebba, 



SCENE IV. 

Alwina anJ Messbngbr. 

Mff, How bleft is Anglla's monarch, in k dame 
80 fair and exquiiite. Say» gentle maid. 
What fubje^s zealous for their prince's weal 
Would gladly learn, her name and origin. 

jflw, Moft freely, ftranger, (he is call'd Elfi^ida, 
To Mercians warlike king fhe owes her birth. 
But fairer than her charms, although fhe (hinet 
A paragon of beauty, brighter far 
Than royal lineage is her virtuous fame. 
Thou, in return, difclofe what welcome tidings. 
With fpccd ui>wonted, urg'd thy painful fteps 
From Anglia hither. 

Mef Could I fly, the tidings 
Deferv'd a falcon's wing. Know, £iithful Ardulf, 
Collecting a fmall band of vet'ran troops, 
Rally'd the fugitive and poor remains 
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Of Mercb's vitflory ; aod, with forc'd marchf 
Sarpris'd the invaders in thetr camp fupific, 
Laird in the waotonDefs of ftrengthi and fcoroifig 
A routed foe. The conflid held not long : 
Some fled difarm'd ; fome, in the neighb'ring ftream 
For fafcty plung'd, and found a wat'ry death ; 
Some, with their arms at random caught, and armour 
Unfitted and unbrac'd, a feeble fight 
£ilay*d at diftance ; but, full foon, the fword 
Of valiant Ardulf, thund'ring on their crells, 
A gen'ral rout compelled. 

jIIw. Liil, liity methinks 
I hear the fhouts of battle ; mix'd« they rife 
With yelling whirlwinds. Now» the ckmg of arms 
Comes pealing on mine ear. 

Meff, Thou art deceiv'd. 
'Us but the wind) amoog the giant limbs 
Of thele huge oaks ; they tofs their knotty boaghSf 
And imitate the found of clafhing fwords. 
Or (hield to fhield oppos'd. — My lord, my king. 

SCENE V. 

Enter^ to them, Ethelbert, Jupporled hy Ebbi, iviih 
Elfrida. 

Ethel Oh 'twas a glorious night. Well have I flefh'd 
My fword. This turn, — o fortune, tliou wert juft, 
Axjd crown'd the righteous caufc. 
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BJf. StiU, ftill, yod bl€6d»--^ 
I feel the warm tide guHiiag. — Ijtx. me teur 
Thefe robes, the(e treifes, to bind op your wound. 

EtheL 1 am not hurt, my love, I muft be well 
And happy near thee. — Long the mercian chiefs 
lield vid'ry doubtful. — 'Twas a lucky blow* 
That dore his caiqae. On ev'ry fide, his train. 
Confounded, fled, as if th' eternal arm 
Was bar'd to fmite them. Then, my ravag'd plains 
And fubjeills murder'd crowded on my noind, 
And bath'd my fword in veogeance. As he fled. 
One coward turn'd, and fent an arrow back. 

Mejf. May heav*n, with vengeance, mark the caitiflF wradi^ 

Edhel Yet fure I thank him. To that fliaft, I owe 
Senlations, fweeter than I knew before. 
Oh when my dear Elfrida's flow'r^-foft hands. 
Cold, fmooth, and white as lilies, touch'd my arm, 
To draw the bearded fteel, methinks, my heart 
Leap'd bounding to the place, to meet her touch ; 
But when the foft warm coral of her lips 
Was to the wound apply'd, from ev'ry part 
The hurried fpirits crowded ; foul and fenfe 
Were centred there, and all my frame befide 
Was but a rigid monumental form.—- 
Oh perfe^ h^ppinefs ! — Such full content 
Complete and abfolute ! — I could have died— 

Elf, No, live and love, and make Elfrida bicft, 
^lyiio knows nor joy nor earthly good without thee. 
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Her only name for happincfs is Ethelbert.— -» 
Andy more to glad thee» fee this gallant ftranger. 
He brings thee welcome tidings. 

Mejf. 1 am come. 
To tell my lord he reigns again in Anglia* 
Ardulf, triumphant o'er the foe, by me, 
Greets thee, and bids thee hafle, with beft difpatch 
To join thy force to his, which cv'ry hoiir 
Swells with new levies. 

EtheL Now I am indeed 
A monarch. Twice, to brave and loyal Ardulf^ 
Stand I indebted for a crown. Elfrida, 
Said I not hope and fmiling days (hould yet 
Await us ? 

Ehha. Arm, my lord, a powerful band 
Approaches ; if mine eye deceives me not, ' 
1 heir chief is Mercians king. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter ^ to tbenif Offa, with Justus and Attsndants. 

OJa. Ye gallant Saxons, 
Prepare not for defence. No hoflile purpofe 
Is mine. I come a mcffenger of peace, 
O prince, you fee a royal fuppliant here. 
Who work'd tliee cruel wrong ; but happier thou. 
The injured, than th* injurious j for the wonod 
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Of guilt will prove intolcraUc, unlefs 
Thy pardon heal. Lower to thee I bend, 
Than Offa thought, he ever (hould to man. 
But, next to virtue pure, 'tis noblencfs 
To mourn a fault, and feek, by reparation. 
To cancel paft offences. 
Ethel. O my father, 
For, by that dear and venerable name, 

I now may call thee, bend not thus to me. 

Whom beft the pofture fuits, thy fon, by duty 

As by the ties of dear and fond alliance, . 

My pardon — rather fay my gratitude. 

Pail feeraing wrongs as benefits appear. 

That fwcll and double thus the prefent joy. 

Offa. My child, Elfrida, fear not now my curfe, 

For converfe held with Ethelbert. Thy father. 

By this embrace, abfolvcs thee. Smiling days 

And mutual love await you. I am come. 

To join the .plighted hands, and faithful hearts, 

I vainly drove to fever. 1 have wak'd 

As from an horrid dream ; and now I loath 

My own ambition. On the precipice. 

My foot was timely ftay'd. Unhappy Bertha 

Rufh'd furious on, and pcrifh'd in th' abyfs. 
Ethel. What ?— Perifh'd fay 'ft thou ?— When ?— How ?— Righ- 

teous heav'n ! 
Offa. Yes ; Bertha is no more. — But think not of her. 

It were a tale too dreadful for thine ear ; 
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Nor could I bear it ; 'twooldy with grief rcncwM, 
Convulfe my heart. — Now, let as fix our eyes 
On bright and fmiling proTpedts. All my wifti 
Is to repair the pad. With homeward fteps, 
£v'n now, my troops from Anglia bend their march* 
And whatfoever wrongs thy people felt. 
In perfon or poiTeifion, from their inroad, 
Be tenfold recompens'd. 

Eif. Yes, I do wake.— 
My words by wonder, doubt, and fear fuppreft 
At laft find way. — My father, o my fether, 
Befl, deareft, kindeft. — On her knees, Elfrida 
Blefies, and thanks thee ; thanks with gufhing tears— « 
But not of grief. — O 1 have much endur'd ! 
But this, this goodnefs, over-j>ays it all* 

OJa, Rife, daughter ; king of Anglia, take her hand* 
The heav'ns rain bleffings on you, that your joys 
May be proverbial, and fucceeding times. 
When they would carry benedidion high. 
As human voice can utter, to their darlings 
May fay, " be happy, as the gentle prince 
" That wedded Offa's daughter." May your children 
Cling round thefe knees, when failing age, from war, 
And manly fports, (hall hold me prifoner. 
Play with my filver beard, and, with their prattle» 
Deceive the weary hours of life's decline. 

Elf, Ah me for pity ! wretched that I am I 
JLook up, my lord, oh he is fick %o death ! 
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Unufual chillnefs feizes him ; bis brow 

Is cold and damp ; his face is deadly pale.-<* 

Oh let me chafe thy handt in mine ; and bid 

The genial warmth return.— Come, fit thee down ; 

On thine Elfrida^s faithful breaft recline 

Thy gentle head. — Help, help !-*Oh heaVo, he faints; 

Ethel It is too late. Tl^art, that pierc'd my arm. 
Was dipt in poifon. Pangs* fierce burning pangs. 

Throb eager at the wound, conrulfe my frame. 

And fluke ray laboring heart. — I pant — I ^Up— 
Elf. Oh founds of horror. — Not the Tolley'd fire. 

Darted from angry heav'n ; not rocking earth. 

Trembling and heaving, with her inborn flame. 

Would fo confound me. But thou (halt not die,-^ 

Or if thou muft, yet, ftay for thine Elfrida ! 

I feel the venom too. — My foul ftands plum'd, ^ 

To (hare thy flight ennobled and complete, 

This hour (hall croyn our loves ; for, at my heart 

The bufy poifon works. 
. EiheL Oh uik noe thus.— 

Now death has iUngs, indeed. — Thy tears and crie5. 

Thy parting agonies, unman my heart. 

Angels, that hover round us, footh her grief. 

Bring heavenly balm and healing on your wings. 

Shade her from fierce impatience and defjpair.— • 

Ah little does (he know the rending pangs, [ofidt. 

That throb and agonize in ev'ry nerve,— 
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Ev'd with the noUcft of the race. My figlM 

In diftant folitary pomp fkall katwe ) 

For never forrow had (b great a thdne. 

So fully fo fair, fo high. Break, brcak» ny hearty 

Sooner than fpare an atom of thy freight. 

Here is a pang that Icoms the aid of words. 

And groans and crietf the oonoMNi ferms of grief.-*- 

Silence (hall /peak it beft, thefc rigid BCtves, 

Eyes fix'dy and limbs unmoT'd, but chieiy death. o**^ 

Earth reek and ftaggeri )-— down a depth imrocnle^ 

I fink — I fink— commiz'd in giddy whirls. 

How all things romid me fwim in fbrmlels nuft I 

Eyes gaze your laft— ccack eyefkringt— and break heart.** 

Tis paft— 'tis done— receive me, Ethelbert f 

Jttfiui, Why is the barren tribute of a tear, 
. All I can pay to love and innocence ? 
Eilrang'd from human life, and aH its cares > 
In calm religion's port, this fight of woe 
. To morul forrows drags me back again. 
Renews the warmth and bleeding fympatliy 
Of early life. Reftrain thy tears, o king i 
They flow in vain. 

Ojfa. And therefore 'tis they flow. 
I am a wretch, indeed, abandon'd moft 
Of every guardian pow'r. Yet am I firm 
•Midft fierceft pangs. I wonder at myfelf. 
That reafon keeps her hold, with eyes unmovM, 
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ToTiew the mifchiefs I hare caas'di— the wreck 

Of all moft noblef amtablcy and goodf 

In human-kind, by thefe accurfed hands. — 

My fweet Elfrida, in the flow'r and prime 

Of bloomy youth. The gentle Ethelbert, 

The boaft of Britain's iile !— What force withholds 

This ra(h unhappy hand, that, with a Mow, 

It (hould not break the cords of mifery. 

That ftrain me on the rack, and bid me fleep ? 

Jufiui. Forbear, o monarch ; fuch defpondiig words 
Difparage manhood, and renounce the duty 
Thy fui:je6h challenge. Twere a bold rebellion 
Ag^ft thy maker. Wouldft thou kill thy mind, 
"With all her eagle brood of noble aims ? 
Let works of mercy, piety, and peace 
Redeem thy guilt ; and thou fhalt be forgir'n. 

[Exium 



LETTER TO A FRIEND, 



ctn Ttit itTBjEcr or rat 



8AX0H PHtKCES. 



TH£ dramatic piece, which accompanies this letter, was the pro- 
dii£Hoi» of an early part of my life ; It lay long covered trith the doll of 
obliTioo I and was remembered, only, to be deftroyed ; had not the 
interference of a friend redeemed it, from the flames; and perfuaded 
me to rerife it, for the public eye. I (Ute this fimply, to accoont for 
the many faults which will be found in the Saxon Princes; not to 
extenuate them : I know, it wants the bndle and intri^e, fo neceflary 
to the modem drama ; I know, that many of the fpeeches may be 
thought declamatory, difluTe, and languid ; but I flatter myfelf, it con* 
tains a purity of (entiment, and a ^Irain of morality, which, with a can- 
did reader, will hide a multitude of fins ; and Aifiiciently plead the 
author's excnfe for preferring, and publifliing, this drama. 

TouhaTe critidfed my prodnOion, with a friendly feterity; for 
which I thank you ; and, to fliow what deference I pay to your opi- 
nions, and how attentively I weigh every thing which falls from yoD. 
I (hail try, impar congrefliu Achilll, to anfwer your objodions^-— They 
are four in number. 
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YolirfirA and, in my mind, moft formidable obje£Hon is, that Beitba. 
has tbo near a rcfnnblance to the Alicia of Rowe, in Jane Shore ; 
there may, perhaps, be fbme cafual traits of reTembUnce, but I plead 
not j[Dilty, to the charge of imitation. The range of human actions is 
boundlefs; but, amidft the great variety of actions, the number of 
thofe^ which have fufficient flrength and energy, to catch the eye^ to 
(land out and become (Inking points of view; in other words, to yield 
interefting ftage fituations, is confined indeed. If we were to prohibit 
the wrkers of the prefent day, from employing any chancers or inci- 
dents, which had been touched by their predeceflbrs, all new dramA- 
\k prodiidions muft be at an end. The confliA of paflion is the fi- 
▼onrite enj^e of tragedy ; the fituation of a mind torn at once by love, 
jealonfy, and a (enfe of duty repugnant to both, 'as it is highly pitt»- 
ble, in real life. To, is it extremely afTe^Ung, in flage reprefentation ; 
fttch a (it|Uition was naturally Aiggefted by my fubjeA; and, I adopted it, 
withoot the fmalleft reference to any other dramatic performance. As 
to fingle Speeches, or individual lines, I cannot charge my memory with 
any taints of plagiarifm. 1 know that the introdu^on of madnefs has 
fallen into fome difcredit, and perhaps juiWy. A mad fcene has been 
a kind of bow of Uly(fi:s, in which every tragic writer, great and fmaU^ 
who wiflied to produce a rant, has tried his ftrength ; yet, what is more 
natural, than privation of reafon, under violent agitations of mind ? 
And, what is better calculated, to produce, in ftage reprefentation, the 
dramatic effects of terror and pity ? The fcene of madnefs in the Saxon 
Princes is very Ihort, as mad fcenes always (hould be, and yon will al- 
low, that it is prepared with more probability, than mad fcenes ufiially 
are ; as Bertha is fuppofed to have fwallowed poiibn, and to be near her 
end ; ^o that the deleterious efTe^s of an envenomed drug, and the ap- 
proach of death, almoft invariably produAive, in themfelves,of infanity, 
concur with the intolerable feelings of a violent, a criminal, and re- 
morieful mind. 

Your fecond objection is more minute^ and in the fpirit of lerere 
criticirm.— That Bertha is introduced, as having in her pofleflion a 
portrait of Ethelbert ; which, you aflert, to be a vioUtioo of the col^ 
tume, as, moft probably, miniature piAures were wholly nnknowa, at 
the period, in which, the fubje€t matter of my play is fuppofed to have 
happened : but, if you will look into the hiitory of the vtSy at the tiflM 
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it the (kxen heptarchy*, you will find, that painting and ibllptwe 
were not then unknown, or unpradired ; and, that being the caie, it 
was both podiLle and probable that Bertha might have in her. pof- 
feffion a portrait of Ethelbert ; and, a probable poflibility is all that 
poetry requires. 

Another, and more ferious, obje€iJon is to the charaAer of OWt: 
his irresolution, and frequent change of his determinations may be con- 
fidered, as a violation of that rule, which the dramatic poet Ihonld eyer 
have before his eyes, i^hcn he undertakes, to paint charaAers; qnalis 
ab incepto proceflerit, aut fibi conjflet.— Never, fay you, was man of 
f) flem a character, fo fickle and undecided.*~Let us (ee, whether 
OSa, as 1 have drawn him, may not be defended.— The rule is in the 
alternative— Let each perfon either aA in a manner perfectly confident 
throughout the drama ; or let the changes in his conduct, and Taria- 
tions from that line of aAion, in which, at firft outlet, the (pe^tor 
or reader might reafonably expe£l him to perfevere, be confident with 
the general outline, and leading features, which the poet has af&gned 
him ; and, let them be fi> fully accounted for, by the operation of ex- 
trinfic caufirs and agents, that the very deviations from the predomi- 
nant chara^er fhall be the refiilt of itfelf, and variation, analyfed and 
rightly underdood, fliall prove to be uniformity. To illudrate thii 
rule, by the cafe of a departure from it, the Tphigenia in Anlis, of Euri- 
pides, U ccnfared by Aridotle, fur afTuming an heroic fortitude and 
contempt of death, in the latter end of the play, inconfident with 
the love of life and foft timid charaAer, which the poet has at- 
tributed to her, in the beginning of the drama. Now, let us try the 
rhara^er of OfTa, on this datute of criticifm. Men of warm tempers, 
and droog paflloas are not always remarkable for deadinefs of condoA. 
I'he uniformity of charaAer, which prcfcnts for ever the fame predomi* 
nant feature, refults from the cxcefs of fome one pudlon, and the ab- 
fcnce of others. The difpofition of the king of Mercia was not of this 
kind ; he was not decidedly fwayed by one ruling padion ; he was not 
' a fangninary tyrant, a mere fiivage warrior ; he was a man of paflioQs, 
violent indeed, but various, and many of his padions counteracted each 
t>ther; he was fond to excefs of his wife and of his daughter, whofit 

♦ IIcnry*s Hidory of England, Vol. I. 
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intereftf were inconfiftent, and, who alternately influenced his conduct, 
with iirefiilible force ; he was a prince, of great ? irtues, a lover of 
jttftke, himune, and relig^us, according to the fafliion of the times ; but 
he WIS hurried away by the di£hites of an orer-weening ambition, and, 
the fiUcinating idea of e(Ubii(hing an uniferial dominion orer the 
iaxon (hites ; fappofe ail thefe contending emotions and inconfiftent 
aims a^hiating the mind of man ; and mufl they not produce, ezaAly, 
iiich an micertainty of conduA, Aich contradiAory reibWes, fuch a 
AiAuating character, as I hare attributed, I might more properly &f, 
tradition and hiftory hare appropriated and attached to the king of 
Merdi. The Saxon Princes docs, in fa£t, but draw into dialogue aa 
hi^rical relation, embelliftied with poetical language, and diTerfified 
with a few epifodical circumftanccs. It anally appears, from hiftery, 
that the king of Eaft-Anglia redded at the court of Offa, as the in- 
tended hufband of his daughter, that he was a young prince of ^preat 
merit, and that he was bafcly murdered by him, at the inftigatioii Of 
kis queen ; it it not improbable, and, therefore, I have taken the li« 
berty of fnppofing that this inftigatton proceeded from the fury of 
flighted Love ; it alfo appears, that Orta was (Inick with the deepefb 
ibrrow, and contrition, for the horrid deed he had committed ; and 
endeavoured, to atone for it, by pilgrimages, penances, and other. 
aOs of piety, according to the bigotry of that fuperditious age ; and, 
piuticularly, by an unbounded liberality, to the church, which in thofe 
times, was fuppofcd efficacious to hide a multitude of (ins. Now, if 
his remorfe, after having committed the crime, was Co poignant, nay 
we not reafonably conclude, that the ilrngglcs of confcience, which 
preceded it, were moft fcvcrc ? 

Tour lad obje^on is, that Elfrida is fuppofed to fuck the wound of 
Ethelbert, which, in your opinion, ofTendf againft probability, it 
being, ar you contend, a thing phyHcally impracticable, to fuck a 
wound. Without examining the furgical weight of this objc^on, I 
(hall fly, from the dorm of criticifm, to (belter myfelf under the ve- 
nerable branches of hifiory and tradition.— No— I will not amfwcr you,^ 
the Black prince fball rife from the dead, and lead his beloved Eleanor 
by the hand to anfwer you. 

Adieu, my friend. It were as cafy, to defend my play, with all its 
faults, as to juftify the unwarrantable length of this epiftle ; yet, I have 
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tw ezcufef to make, eyen for that ;— firft» that by your feeming to 
take fach an intereft in my trilling productions, I am induced to trouble 
you often, and much ; fecondly, that I take fb much pleafiire, in writ- 
ing to you, that when I once beg^ a letter to you, I never know how 
to fttbfcribe myfelf, your 

affectionate friend, 

W. P. 



MESSENE FREED; 



CRUEL VIRTUE, 



TRAGEDY, 



argument; 

I FIND the argument of this drama ready made to my hand, in that 
cleg^aot work of the abbe Barthelemi, entitled, the tra? eU of Anachar- 
lis ; I (ball therefore tranfcribe his words. ** The MelTenians enjoyed, 
during many ages, an undifturbed tranquillity, iq a countr)-, which fuf* 
ficcd to fupply all their wants, and beneath the mild in^uence of a flty 
perpetually ferene. They were free ; they had wife laws, iimplc man- 
ners, kings, who lo? ed their people, and joyous feAivals to relax them 
^ter their labours.** 

** On a fudden, the alliance, by which they wete united to the Lace- 
idemonians, receired a mortal wound ; the two dates imutually accuTed 
each other, and menaces fucceeded to complaints. Ambition, till then, 
enchained by the laws of Lycurgus, feized the moment to break hb fet- 
ters, and loudly calling injuftice and Tiolence to hia aid, entered inlQthe 
hearts of the SparUns ; and incited them, to fwear on their altars, never 
■to lay down their arms, till they had enflaved MefTenia. The dcftrac^ 
tif e paiGon, elated with his £rft fuccefs, lod them to one of the fummits 
of mount Taygetus, and fhewing then the rich amntries tha^ lay be- 
fore their eyes, introduced them into a fortified place, which belonged 
to their ancient allies, and fenred as a barrier to the two dates.** 

<* Euphaes was then on the throne ; he liflened to the advice of the 
chiefs of the nation ; he excited the ardent courage of the Meflenians t 
but reftrained it, till it might be exerted with fuccefs. Whole years 
fcarce fufficed, to enure to military di(cipline, a people, too bng accu^ 
tomed to the inert enjoyments of peace. In that interval, he learnt to 
ice, without a murmur, his harveds dedro^ed by the Lacedemonians.** 

•* Twice, the moment of vengeance appeared to aj^proach ; twice, the 
forces of the two dates met in the martial conflirt ; but viOory dared 
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not yet to decide the important difpute, and her indeciiion accelerated 
the ruin of the Meflenians. Their army was enfeebled from day to day, 
by the lofs of a great ntimber of warriors, by the garrifons which it was 
neceflary to maintain in diff*erent places, by the defertion of flares, and 
by an epidemical difcafe, which began its ravages in a country formerly 
^ flouriOiing. In this extremity, it was refolved to entrench the army 
on mount Ithome, and to confult the oracle of Delphi. The priefts, and 
not the gods, dieted thp anfwcr. The (iifety of MeHcnia, faid they, 
depends on the facrifice of a youthful maiden, drawn by lot, from among 
the reigning family on the throne. "• 

<* Ancient prejudices blinded all eyes, to the atrocious crime of obeying 
fuch an injunction. The fatal urn was brought, and the lot condemned 
to death the daughter of Lyiifcus ; but her father, fiiddenly withdrawing 
her from every eye, fled with her to Lacedemon. The warrior Arifh>- 
demus inftantly advanced, and in dcfpite of the tender afle^on, which 
remon(hated in his heart againft the aA, o/Tered his own to the altar. 
She had been affianceJ to one of the favourites of the king, who ran to 
proteA her. He went farther ; to fave her, he ventured even to caft an 
imputation on her innocence, and dedared that the rites of Hymen had 
already been confiimmated. The horror of fuch a falflibod, the dread 
of diflionour, paternal love, the fundity of his word, a multitude of con- 
trary emotions, agitated, with fuch violence, the mind of Ariftodemus, 
that the ftroke of defpair was neceflary to aflbrd him relief. He feised 
a ponyard, and his daughter fell dead at his feet, in the view of the 
flmddering fpe^tors. The pried, nnfated with blood, exclaimed,—" It 
« was not piety, but madnefs, that guided the hand of the murderer; 
** the gods require another viAim !" And another they fliall have, re- 
plied the furious multitude, who immediately fell upon the wretched 
lover, whom they would have torn to pieces on the fpot, had not the 
king appeared the tumult, and perfuaded them, that the conditions of 
the oracle were fulfilled.'* 

As to the part which Lyfifcus, his wife, and the priefleft of Juno, 
take i^ the aAion of this drama, it is equally fandioned by hiflory, as 
appears from the following paflages in Stanyan, vol I. page 71.— •* The 
oracle demanded a virgin, for a facrifice, of the family of JEpytus, the 

♦ The houfc of iEpytus. 
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ion of Crefphontes; and the lot fell npon the dan^ter of Lyfifcus; 
who bebg thought fuppofitions, Aridodeinus oficred hit dai^ter.— 
SoBie years after Lyfifciis, who had fled to Sparta, with his daughter, 
where (he died, was taken, and tried at Ithome, as a deferter ; but was 
mcqnitted by the Tolnntary confeiHon of the prieftefs of Juno's temple, 
who owned the child to be hers, and that ihe had fecretly conveyed 
It to Lyfiicus's wife ; wherein (he was eafily credited ; becan(e, by 
this confeiCon, (he could propofc nothing lefs than the immediate 
forfeiture of her prie(Uiood." 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA- 



MEN. 

EuPHASS, King of Meflene. 

AtiSTODEUus, ^ Principal Meflenians of the houTe pf 

Ltsiscus, f JEpytus, 

Ephebolus, Prieft of Apollo. 

Phxlocles, Son to Lyfitcus. 

Alcander, a young Meflenian, friend to Philocles. 

T1SI8, a peribn fcnt to confult the oracle at Delphos. 

WOMEN. 

Tecmessa, Wife to Lyfiscus, and Mother to Anthemoe. 
Eyadne, Prieftefsof Jnno. 
DioNE, Daughter to AriOodemus. 
Anthemoe, reputed Daughter to Lyfircos. 

Beiides thefe, there is a train of Virgins, who appear in the pro^ 
ceflTionsof Priests and Choristers, of the family of .^pytus and 
of other Meilenians. 

The fcene is laid in Ithome, the capital of MefTene. 



ACT L 



SCENE I. 



Ithome. — Anarea^ furroundtdhy magnifiant JhruQurei : on the one 
bandf the Temple of Diana ; on the other, the Temple o/JpoUo. 

EuPHAESy Aristodemus, Ltsiscus, 
and others of the principal Me/feniani, as in council, 

EuPHAES. 



Friends, wc arc met, to try what healing counfcls, 
The hard neceflity of tliis dread moment 
To wifdom may fuggcft ; for fure 'twill tafk 
Wifdom and courage both, with ileady hand, 
To guide the labVing veffel thro* the billows 
That ftraia her fides, and, to deTonr her, ope 
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A fathomlefs abyfs. What facrificcy 

What pray'rs, what rites, avert the threatenM ills ? 

Ljf. More eafy were it, to defcribe and moura 
Thofe ills, that all without diftiodion feel. 
Than to deviie their cure ; all offered terms 
Of peace arc vain ; for, with unfated rage 
Of enmity, which ever keeneft boms 
In kindred bofoms alienate^ the Spartan 
Thirfls for MeCene's downfall. 

jlri/. Terms of peace ! 
Perifh the word and thought ! and doubly perilh 
The dafUrd fpirit, that would bid MeiTene, 
In vile humiliation, floop to Sparta, 
And humbly fue for bonds ! fitr other weight 
Our hands have leam*d to bear, the lance, tod fword 
Bright gleaming on the foe. — Behold the helots,. 
And fue for terms to Sparta. — ^They will tell you. 
What from the jufticc and the moderation 
Of Sparta you may hope. 

£upL. Recall to mind. 
Not diflant is the day, Amphea's fate. 
The fpartan fword without compaiSon rag*d. 
Of fex or age. Not then the hallow'd (brines 
Sav'd their pale fupplianu ; ev'n the fmoaking altars 
Where clouds of incenfe wreathM, were grafp'd in rain. 
In vain the infant to his mother's breafl 
For fafety clung ; the ruffian tore him thence. 
And daih'd him on the ground, and in the duil 
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Trampled his little Ihnbs ) or with his parent 
Woooded and BuDtiog, to the ground he fell^ 
And grov'ling near, and fecking from her breaft 
'The wonted natrimenty he drain 'd for milk 
Life's purple ftream, and all his little lips 
With gore were crimfonM. 

Efhd. By the flowing locks» 
Virgins were dragg'd to outrage. Oft the blood 
Of a (lain fire» or brother, ftain'd and clotted 
The daughters comely trefTes. At the alur. 
Loving and loY*d| the youth and virgin fell 
Lock'd in each others arms, and with one fpear 
TiansfixM. 

Mf. Here, let us join our plighted hands. 
And fwear that we will know nor peace, nor truce* 
With thole fell fpartan dogs ; nor (heath the fword 
Till Neda's dream flow red with hodile gore. 

Xjjr/I Thy warmth is virtuous* brave Ariftodemusi 
I feel as thou do(t Who, that loves his country. 
Feels not and execrates the cruel wrongs* 
Of fanguinary Sparta ? But thy words 
Sound rather the fierce gloom of de(peration, 
Than fettled courage, which the rays of hope 
Guide to its aim. What hope for poor Meflene, 
With force unequal 'gainft a mighty foe. 
Fierce and relentlefs, and by oppofition. 
And wounded pride, to hate incurable 
Goaded contending i Ev'n the elemenu 
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Are leagued with oparU. Thro' the groaning air. 

Pernicious demons urge the lurid blaft. 

With red iafe^Hoo tharg'd. On man and beafl 

Falls the dire influence 9 and the plague confumes 

W hat fword and famine fpare. Night after nighty 

Terrific portents fill th' inclement fky ; 

And fangiiine meteors roll their crimfon waves. 

Crowding and trembling, thro' the turbid vault 

Of congregated vapours. 

EupL Hear ye not 
The fullen murmurs of the famidiM crowds, 
That Cnk in deep defpair ? — In vain to heavn 
*T heir eyes are caft : impenetrable gloom 
Drawn o'er» a fatal curtain, feems outfpread 
On purpofe, to deprefs the foul of man, 
With thoughts of wrath divine ; while, from his fight. 
It fnatches, with the light, the hopes of heav'n, 
/. nd to his dark and drooping foul prefents 
Unvaried fadnefs* 

jlrtf. Let the elements 
Contend, and meteors glare, and portents lowV 
Difmay to feeble fouls ; the manly mind 
Holds its fix*d aim ; and from itfelf alone, 
From the bright portion of the god in man. 
Derives its auguries. Let heav*n in wrath 
Chaflife the nations ; virtue fteers her courfe 
Unterrified ; (he knows that wrath divine 
Burns not for her ; (he knows thf elements 
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Rage not at virtue ; that th' almighty arm 
That launched the comet thro' th' eteroal void. 
Or kindled meteors in the troubled iky, 
Sends not his terrors forth, to fcare the foul 
From wife and noble aim, or patriot deed. 

L^ff. But how (hall they, whom dire calamity. 
Whether' from wrath divine, or fickle chance. 
It matters not, hath humbled in die duil, 
Low as the trampled worm, with fpirit elate. 
Danger, and doubt, and, death, and worfe than all, 
Endure the wreck of every charity, 
TTiat fweetens human life. Each tender pledge 

Cries out for peace. " Oh (hall the warrior's virtue, 

'' Rugged and flern, the milder duties chafe 
** Of fire and hufband ? Will ye fee us dragg'd, 
** And butcher'd at the altars ? — Happy they 
** Who meet fuch fate ! and wretched who furvive 
** To bondage or difhonour ! — Will ye bear, 
" To fee your houfes, erft the calm abodes 
** Of fweet domeftic comfort, wrapt in fire ? — 
** To fee the walls, where feftive rite and dance, 
#* And nuptial hymn, rcfounded, late, and joy, 
*' In ruins tumbled by the foes entomb 
** Their miferable owners ?" 

Euph, Good Lyfifcus, 
Thy words may challenge weight. The (pirit of man 
Muft fail contending with the varied ills, 
That urge this groaning land. Our pcafants, (lain, 
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Manure the plains they tUPd ; while thfo' our ftreets. 

With pallid Tifages» like corfes wak'd 

From deathy their cearmeots burft^ expiring throngs 

Emaciate glide ; and fcowl with horrid looks 

Of deadly conilernation ; and in vain^ 

Stript by the fpoiler, cry for food and raiment. 

Lyf. And cry in vain. — The hand of dire difeaf^ 
Hath fmotc the genVal heart ; and turn'd to ftone 
The tender nature. Offices of good, 
And pious thoughts, and mercy, and compailion. 
Are vanifh'd all, with our profperity. 
s Infuriate with a fenfe of wratli divine. 
And hopelefs of relief, within thefe walls 
Infedious pent, the wretched people fall. 
Our ways are heap'd with death ; the flave and noble 
Sink undiilinguifh'd. All our fprings are choak'd 
With livid corfes ; and our hallow'd flirines 
Arc fill'd with death obfcene. 

Euph* Propitious heav'n, 
Avert thcfc fuff'rings ! or at Icafl reveal 
Their fatal caufc. 

Epheh. With trembling hope, we wait 
The facred mandate from Apollo's (hrine. 
Tifis, to whom in charge 'twas giv'n to feek 
The flirine at Delphos, and with hallow'd awe 
Explore the will divine, roufl foon return. 

Euph. When Tifis parted hence, the pointed horns 
Of Cynthia's filvcr bow to tlie weft ward turn*d ; 
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MeWf chang'd, with adyerfe aim, to th' eaft they point; 
Yet fiill he lingers. 



SCENE 11. 



Eniery to them, Philocleb. 



{ 



Ljf, Of roy Philocles, 
What bring^ft thou from the caropi where ftem in arms 
Oar chofen youth, Meflene's laft refource, 
Await the fpartan rage ? 

PM All yet is ftiU ; 
A formidable paufe, of rifing ftorms 
Prelageful. From the chain of hillsi that bound 
The hated foil of hoftile Lacedemon, 
To reedy Pamifus,* encamp our bands, 
Ten thoufand warriors ; and, with beating hearts, 
£xpe6l their monarch's prefence. 

jfrif. Why, young man, 
At fuch a moment, when the thoughts of war 
AU other cares fhould chace, defert the camp, 
Smit with the love of home, and foft delights. 
That in a city reign ? 



♦ Punifus, a rircr of Mcflcnc. 
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Piil, spare the reproach. 
By me unmerited, who feek to prove, 
Tho* not thy fon by blood, thy fon by worth. 
And heir, by imitation, of thy virtues. 
But, in this interval,' while yet thefword 
Sleeps in its (heath, methinks a fon or brother. 
Without difgrace, may one foft moment fpare 
.'For nature aad afTc^^Hon ; to the camp 
He bears the laft embrace, the parting fighs, 
•Adieus half murmur'd, gentle tears, and feelings 
Of tender clafps foft-flr^iining, from the females 
Belov'd at home, his fureft llrong incitement. 
To deeds of hardihood. 

jirrf. Think not, good youth, 
I hold thy valour cheap ; — the gods forbid. 
But, all my ardent foul is fill'd with rage. 
Impatient of reftraint, when I revolve 
The wees of poor MefFene, and the pride 
Of fierce ufurping Sparta. 

I!uj>L In the camp 
VHiat hope of good prevails ? What temper reigns ? 

Phil. Small fiope of good prevails among our bands. 
A deep refolve and formidable gloom 
Dwells in their fpirits, which in warlike flame 
Shall on the invaders burfl^, more quick and fatal 
Than lightning from the -deep and fombrous womb 
Of low-hung clouds. Each foldicr holds himftlf 
The (ingle victim for the gcn'ral hoft. 
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Eu^, Such temper muft prevail. Proud Laccdemon 
Shall feel us yet. — Propitious gods remove 
Thofc ills, we fuffer j thofe we fear, avert. 
Ours is the righteous caufe ; we draw the fword. 
To guard your fanes, your altars, and the ties, 
The dear relations, you yourfelves ordain. 
The tender pledges, you yourfelves have giv'n.— 
But lo, with warbled hymns, and awful ftrain 
Of pious minftreify, our children come. 
Sweet virgin innocence ! the hcav'nly pow'rs 
Smile on you, maidens, and receive your pray'rs. 



SCENE 



III. 



DiONE and Anthemoe, 

With other mejfeman vtrginSf robed in whiie, afpear in foiemn 
frwejfton^ with chapkts of Jlowers on their heads f and bq/kets 
ofjlonvers in their hands. They Jirew Jlowers on thejlage and 
Jing the following 
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Sifters, at this awful hour. 
Call on ev'ry virgin powV. 
Virgins, with indulgent ear, 
Will the vows of virgins hear. 
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Warlike maid, we bend to thee, 
Queen of arms and liberty, 
Queen of wifdom, queen of arts. 
Taming, Toothing favage, hearts. 
Crowding myriads, at thy call, 
Mark the flreet, and raife the waif. 
Leagues of peace and nuptial ties 
Thrive, and fpread beneath thine eyes. 
Tho' learned Athens be thy care. 
Thy prefence let Meflcne (hare. 
Thine JEgis o*er Ithome fpread. 
And fill th* invader's foul with dread ; 
For valiant are her modeft youth, 
Adorn'd with piety and truth ; 
And with her gentle female train 
The graces and decorums reign ; 
Warlike maid, we bend to thee 
Qufcen of arms and liberty, 
Tho' learned Athens be thy care, 
Thy prefence let MefTene' fharc. 

EupL Enough, my daughters, fure the virgin powers 
Will hear the ftrain, and fmile upon your OfF'rings ; 
OfF'rings befeeming virgins, fweet tho' humble. 
But other gifts th' offended gods may claim.— 
Haply, in expiation of our crimes^ 
Vidims mufl fall, and blood of hecatombs 
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Around their altars fmoak, from Delphi (boo 
Our envoy will return. — Unwittingly 
Hare we offended ; and unwittingly 
Delay th* atonement.— O ye pitying gods. 
Reveal your awful will, and 'tis performed, 

Euphaesy Ephcbolus, and LyGfcu8» ^b the inrglns^ m pnuf- 
Jiotiy retire to the bottom of the JiagCy tbefcene clofes en them; 
Ariflodemus ami Philocles remain, , 



SCENE IV. 

Aristodemus jii// Philocles. 

jfi DiONE retires with the virgins^ Philocles ^andf gazing af* 
ter her for a eonftderable tinuj thenf^aks* 

May ev'ry guardian powV of truth and virtue [5^* 

Preferve thee, faireft flow'r of virgin prime ! 
O queen of charms, and mighty god of love ; 
If ye indeed are deities, and not ' 
The foul of beauty o*er the world diffused 
And fenfe to feel it in the mind of man ; 
To you my vows be paid j devote and whole, 
My heart is giv'n to you ; for at my birth, 
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When nature mix*d and temper*d with my clay 
The elements of pafEon, firft, and chieft 
Was love infus*cl> and I but think and breathe 
For thee Dione. — O lov'd native foil. 
Pardon thy recreant child ; for in this heart 
Midil all the terrors that befiege thee rounds 
Thou hold*ft but fecond place. 

Atnf. Attend young man. 
I love thee, and I therefore prize d>y fame. 
As dearly as mine own. — TTie gods were pleas'd 
To take mine only fon, in early youth. 
1 fince have made thee, by adoption, mine. 
My care hath been to form thy growing mind. 
By precept and example ; and from me, 
I truft, my Philoclcs, that thou haft leam*d 
No lefTons of difhonour. — Say, my fon. 
Why haft thou left the camp ? — Before thy king, 
1 fpar'd to urge the ; but my foul was pain'd. 
At thy return ; 'twas a foft, boyifh, a<5l. — 
Thou muft redeem it, ^nd depart this hour. 

Phi. Depart this hour ? 

Ar'if, Why doft thou echo me ? -— 
This very hour.-— 

Phil A lov'd and gentle fifter 
May claim a laft embrace ; my tender parents. 
That wait to fold me in their rev'rend arms. 
Some f[iace may claim, to fhcd their parting tears % 
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To breathe a ferTent bleffiogy as I gOy— 
Perhaps for ever, — from them, and infufef 

00 my yoaDg breaft, the monitory words • 
Of pious love. — And is a fingle hour 
SofBcient ? — Were 1 bent, but on a journey 
Of common import, not addreft for war, 
Where haply I may ^11, more time and ceremony 
The voice of nature, fpeaking thro^ the lips 

Of parent and of (ifter, might demand. 

Artf. Of parent and of fifler ! — is this all ? 
Beware, young man ; no falfhood or difguife. 
With him that loves thee, or I caft tliee off.— 
A parent and a fifter ! is there not 
A (bfter tie, that winds around thy heart. 
And fteals thee from thyfclf?— Youth is deceiv'd. 
That thinks the aged blind ; old eyes arc (harp. 
When wakeful fondnefs, and parental care 
Purge, as with euphrafy, the vifual nerve. 

Fhid, Oh look not fternly, thus. Thine eye feverc 
To filence awes me. — Well then, with thy patience, 

1 will unfold my heart. — It loves Dione. 
Already, by th* endearing name of fon 

You make me yours ; and might the facred tie 
Of hymeneal rite.— 

ArtJ. Forbear, young man ; 
Another time, perhaps, thcfe ears would gladly 
Hear thy fond uie of love. 'TIs not an hour. 
For bridal revelry ; when peftilence. 
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Within Ithome, heaps the dead and dying. 
And wafting war without. All hopes of joy 
And fchemes of pleafure, now, are public crimes ; 
An infult on the gen'ral mifery. 
Hymen» in blood of (laughter'd citizens, 
Would ftain his faffron robes, and quench his torcb^ 
And fly affrighted. All the gods, averfe. 
Would view the ceremony ; and ill omens. 
The founds of anguifli, and the groans of death, 
The nuptial rites difturb* Say, wouldft thou take 
A bride, to generate a race of (laves. 
For tyrant Sparta ? 

Phil, Gods, 2 mad ning thought ! 
Death, death, to love's fond hopes ! — Ye lions, tigers. 
Lend me your fiercenefs. Wolves of Menalus, 
Lend me your rage, to bathe in fparun gore. 

jlrif. Well faid, my fon. This temper aptly fuits 
Th* eventful crifis. Let the thoughts of war 
And Sparta's cruelty confirm thy foul. 
To live, by glorious victory, a freeman. 
Or perifh free. Moft fure, thou wert not born. 
Much lefs, by me adopted, to become 
A dcfpicable helot. — Anfwer not , — 
Thy deeds muft be thine eloquence, the fword 
, Thine advocate, to woo, and win my daughter. 
Meffene freed, we fhall beflow the virgin. 
As heav'n (hall guide our choice. 
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PhU, Bleft be that ray 
Of hope ! 1 hail it, as a dawning Hght, 
That guides my path to fame. I will attempt . 
Thfngs beyond human ftrcngth, to prove myfelf 
Thy fon indeed. But wilt thou not indulge 
A laft embrace, a few brief parting words. 
With thofe 1 love ? 

jirif. O think not, Philocles, 
My heart composed of flinty elements ; 
Tho* ftern I wear my brow, and fometimes thide; 
It feels, as thine doth, hears the tender calls 
Of fweet domeflic life ; but <hefe fad times 
Of dire neceflity impofc a curb 
On human meltings. Go, thcn^ to thy parents. 
And iifter ; but be prompt, in thine adieus. 
The camp expedls thee. — Shouldft thou meet Dione^ 
Be frugal of thy fpeech, and wait the time. 
When happier omens and a father's fandtion 
Shall bid thee freely fpeaL 

Pbli. I muft obey. 

[^Exeunt, feverallyi Ariftodemus, and Philocles. 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 

A retired grove a^oining the Temple of Apollo f where tbe frt^ 
ceding Jcenes pajfed. The Temple isjeen inperJ^Qive. 

Enter Dionb and Anthemob* 

Dions. 

Oh, my Anthcmoe, may the pitying gods 
Receive our fupplications I • what have we, 
Or what our parents, done, to draw from heav'q 
Such chaftifement fevere ? 
Anth. My feeble heart 
Sinks in me, to behold the varied ills 
That round befiege us ; war and peftilence, 
With all their dreadful train.— And then, Dione, 
When thought prefageful thro* the future looks. 
From worfe to worft, the horrors, which, they fay, 
Attend on cities ftorm*d ; the difmal wreck 
Of all that's facred in th' efieem of man, 

* Alluding to the proccHIon and religious rites, from ^hich thcy 
are ruppofcd to |)c juft returned. 
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Of all that*s venerable, tender, dear. 
In focial life. All outraged by the hand 
Of hate unnatural ! 

Dio, Yet to fairer hopes 
Erca thy fpirit ; — Tifis will return. 
And from the dclphic oracle reveal 
Care of thefe evils. My prefaging heart 
Tells me he brings glad tidings. 

jittth. Grant it, gods ! 
Oh grant us many many happy days 
Of lading friendfhip, and of liberty ! 
Say, my Dione, could we ever bear 
To live the flaves of Sparta ? 

Dio. No, Anthemoc, 
Tho* death is dreadful to a woman's thought. 
Yet would 1 give my bofom to the fword. 
And like a vi^im at the altar bleed, 
Ere live a Have. 

jinth. And I would bleed, with thee 
The fliarcr of my thoughts, component part, 
Jn every wifh and fcheme of happinefs. 

Dio. Say, my Anthemoe, fhall the happy days 
Of childhood fports and charming indolence 
Again return, — when we have led the dance 
Near cryftal Pamifus, and bath*d our limbs 
In the foft yielding lymph, or cropt tlie flow'rs 
That, with their lively hues, diverfify'd 
^is bankS; our archetypes^ which, emuIous» 
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The loom fhould riyal, while in fefUve fong 
The hours uncounted flew ?— 

Anib, Yes, my Dione, 
We fliall again purfue our youthful (ports.— 
But^ whtle the future thus employs our thoughts. 
The prefent hatli efcap'd us. 'Tis moft ftrangc 
That Philoclcs delays the dear embrace^ 
Fraternal ; he was ever kind and gentle ; 
, And fihce our dawn of infant thoughts could firft 
Obje(5ls diftinguifh, have we lov'd each other.— 
And then, a tie flill fofter, and a love 
Still more commanding ; — wherefore doil thou blufh ? 

Dto. £v'n when alone, amidfl the (hades of night. 
The name of love will call the ready blood, 
To mantle on my cheek. — But, as thou fay'ft, 
Tis ftrange thy brother comes not. — Yet, AnthemoCy 
I wi(h not for his cominjg. Dian, witnefs, 
1 fear it rather. — Wherefore (houlJ 1 fear ? — 
For he is kind and gentle ; and his eye, 
Encountering mine, will fink with modeft awe, 
As fearful of offending. — Let us chufe 
Some other theme, for, why or how I kno.w not. 
Our talk, whene'er we meet, will turn on Philocles. 

JntL And why not turn on him ? — A virtuous love 
Befcems the chafteft bofora!^ — Is not love 
With altars grac'd, and as a god adof*d, 
Ev'n by the bcft and wifeft, to evince 
His nature beav'nly, and his pow'r divine 



OcD^ral ordaln'd for all that move and live.— 
1 IcDow you love my brother. 

D». For thy fake, 
I love thy gentle brother, fweet Anthemoe. 

Antie* The heav'ns alone> thcfe woods and fylvao pow'rs, 
•A^ndlove and Venus, hear our words : — confefs, 
Not for my fake alone doth Philodes — 
Nay Uufh not — find a place in that foft bofom. 

Dio. What fhall I fay ? Or what ihall I confefs ? 
£v'n from myfelf I fain would hide my thoughts. 
Yet 1 will own, I feel not as I wont. . 
Our tafks of pleafant labour, fields and fiowVs, 
And fragrant breeze at eve, and matin fong 
Of early birds, delight not now ; I feel 
A void within my foul ; but 'tis not love.— • 
A virgin may not love. 

j^ntL Venus forefend ! 
Are we not born to love, and to be lov'd ? 
An happy nuptial is the chofen blefFing 
Our tender parents, in the hour of fondnefs, 
Breathe for us to the gods. 

Dio, Plcas'd in myfelf. 
My father, and in thee, I fcarce have look'd 
Beyond the prefent moment. — Yet, in though., 
I fometimes plan to pafs my quiet days, 
Unknown and folitary.^ — Virgin goddefs. 
Oft have I pray'd, that I might confecrate» 
lo thy wild chaces and th^ woodland haunts. 
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Phil. My kind Anthemoc, 
Thcfe marks of warlike labour beft adorn 
The virtuous youth. A fwcct and confcious pride 
The patriot toil endears. 

Dio. Oh facred Dian, [afiJ^* 

Can fanflimonious purity forbid 
To liften to that voice, which fweeter founds 
Than birds, at clofe of day, or whifpMng gales, 
That breathe, where fields of daffixiils incline 
Their hunoid heads ? Think not, to us^ my brother, 
Lefs grateful thy return, tho' outward ads 
May fail to fpcak our joy, than when we led 
ItEome's virgins forth, with dance and fong. 
To hail thee vidlop in the Olympic courfc. 

, Phil, How my heart bounded with fweet ecftafy, 
When my lov'd fifters hail'd me, and my brows. 
With myrtle garlands wreath'd, and fragrant flow'rs^ 
Lotus and hyacinth ! — ^While life remains, 
The dear remembrance of that happy mom 
Be cherifh'd in my foul. But we muft part : — 
Again I feck tlie camp ; fo runs the mandate. 
To me unqucftion'd, as the laws of Jove. 

jintL Muft thou, io foon, depart I 

Phil. This very hour. 

Dio. Muft thou depart, o Philocles ? — When ? — Where ?— 
How near Meflene's force encamp the Spartans ? 

Phil. So near, that oft, redoubling on the wind. 
We hear their (Jiouts ^ and oft, within our camp, 
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Prom^Kmds advanc'd, a fleet of arrowy fliow'r 
Qlooms dn the day ; while our warm youth reproadi 
I*heir king's delay^ and fcarcely wait the (igoal 
That, from the rampart^s mound> like famiih'd tigersy 
Shall pour them on the foe. 

Z)c9. Before thy breaft. 
May hands inviCble extend a fliield. 
Impervious to the foe. — I am to blame. 
Thus freely (peaking, with unbaihful brow ; 
It ill befeems my fex. 

Pbii. Oh happy days 
Of childhood innocence^ and liberty f 
Sorrows and cares flew o'er oar little heads. 
And touch'd them sot ; we pour'd th' expanGve heart 
Without reftraint ; while, fofter'd by the breath 
Of hope and joy, (pontaneous on our lips, 
Rofe the firft bloiToms of our infant thoughts. 



SCENE III. 



En/eff to them, AaiSTODSMUt. 



yfrif. Foibear my daughters. — I muft chide you both. 
Your foftnefs is infedlious. Ill the tear 
jBecomes that foldier*s cheek ; for (hame, for (hamc I 
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PML Parting from thcfe dear iiiaidif-<-perhapif for evet 
Some haipan drops would &1L 

Arif. Lace on thy helm. 
And hide thefe marks of weakncfi» poifc thy fpear, 
And get thee to the camp. 

Phil, Yet one fhort moment 
Be to my forrows giv'n ;— if c*er thy heart 
With love or pity melted. 

jirlf. Ill not truft thee, 
A moment longer, in the ^tal confines, 
Of foft infedion. The conugious air 
Would blaft thy laurels. — Go, thefe fooIi(h maids. 
With puling accents, would unman thy heart 
And fteal thee from thyfelf. Once more, away ! 
And know, my daughters, 'tis not maidenly, 
•With harden'd brow, to meet the gaze of men : 
The (liver queen of night and ftronger orb 
Of glorious day are each for th* other made ; 
Yet feldom do they meet. Ev'n with a brother, 
A due referve muft feal the maiden's lips ; 
And briefmuft be their greetings. — Let the loom, 
And converfe fweet, in female privacy, 
Deceive the lapfe of time, the precious balm 
Seauefter'd fprings, and doubly is defir'd. 

Piooe and Aothemoe retire. 
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SCENE IV. 

Aristodbmus and Philoclis. 

drif, Yoang man, to tafk thy fortitude remsunt 
^ noble facrifice. Hafte to the camp ; 
But think not, there to find, fole enemies 
Jhe fpartan force oppos'd, more deadly foes 
Inhabit here, and a more cruel war [Jay m^r hit band 9h bU hnqft* 
Muft with thyfelf be wag'd. 

PbU. Ne'er (h'all thy fon 
Diigrace thy noble name. — Almighty lo?e 
Shall adjtuate his fouL 

jirif. No more of lore ; 
lU omen'd found to glory. — From thy foul 
Banifh whate'er may webs of paiEon fpread, 
To fnare thy reafon. Let exalted aims 
Gi?e value to thy deeds ; and quench the fires 
That blaft the bud and promife of thy youth.— 
Reply not with thy Toice, but thine obedience^ 
What thou wouldft fay, I will imagine faid. 

[ExU Philocles. 
Seat of the gods, Ithome, crown*d with tow'rs. 
Shall Uackning clouds of finoak involve thee round, 
With fiery fparks, long-ftreaming on the night ] 
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Shall Spam's fword deroiir thy Taliant youth. 
And lead thy virgms captire ?— 



SCENE V. 



Enter^ to htm^ Ephebolvs. 

Epheh. Tifis yet 
Delays his wifli'd return. Our people crowd 
The gates, and line the ways ; not more deGr*d 
By fwrarthy throngs on Egypt's palmy plain, 
Or anxious watched, the annual overflow 
Of bounteous Nile, than, by our throbbing hearts 
And eager eyes, his prcfence. 

j^rlf. Holy man, 
Perhaps, it is a crime to fear his coming ; 
And wifh delayed, what promifes falvation 
To the gen'ral weal ; yet, fure, my fpirit fails, 
With fome unwonted horror, when I think, 
What revelation from th* offended gods 
His tongue may utter, and around me calls 
A thoufand phantafras, and ftrange forms of ill 
Attendant on his voice. 

Epbeh. Why fhouldil thou fear ?— 
I know he brings redemption for the land ; 
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^ch tidings nerer, to the patriot breaft» 
^(h or uDWdcome found. 

Mf, Rcver'd and wife, 
t'hou chofen of the pow*r, whofe piercing beams, 
riiro* the deep veil of dark eternity, 
i^cnraGve ftrike the future, doth thy god, 
Oompaffionate of human blindnefs, fend 
ITic vifions of the night ?— To thee, I blu(h 
7o own a weaknefs, which would fpeak my mind 
*The prey of female terrors ; a fad dream, 
AVith direful prefage of impending ills 
Od me and mine, redounding from the refponie 
That Tids brings, hath overwhelm'd my Ibul ; 
And much I fear his coming, as the priPner, 
Trembling and panting thro* the fludes of night. 
The awful fuffrage, from the hill of Mars, 
Difpens'd to Cecrops' fons* 

Epbeb. By various hieans. 
The gods, compafltonate of erring man. 
Unfold events to come. The flight of birds ; — 
The vi^im's entrails, panting yet with life ; — 
The path of lightning, volley'd thro' the air ;— ' 
Meteors and prodigies, — and dreams, the Uft ;— 
But thefe lefs certain ; — ^for the mind of man. 
From wrecks and remnants of the day forepaft, 
Adion or thought, illufive vifion forms, 
And oft difeafe, with phantafms ftrange and wild. 
Around each organ plays. 
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Arif. I am not apt 
To yield my faith to dreams. Weak is the miad,-** 
That thinks the wild disjointed phantafms, fbrm'd 
From wrecks and remnants of our waking thoughts^ 
An effluence of the gods, a reTclation, 
To ^vour'd mortals, of their facrcd will» 
Whichy furely, were moft weak» and vainer ftill 
1*han that of mankindy were it Uke our dreams ; 
Yet flill th' impreffion of my laft nigfit's vifion. 
Waking return s, with fuch ftrong influence. 
That ly perforce, muft yield to its fuggeftion. 

Epheh. You raile my wonder. — What portentous ioxm%. 
In rifion feen» could (hake your nature thus ? 

Arif. Methoughty I beard the din of horns and hounds. 
And buntrefs Dian foon appear'd In view, 
A beauteous hind fled fwift, before the dogs^ 
Of ftern Laconia's breed, that eager urg'd 
The chace ; her flanks they feized, and Dian thea 
Let fly a feather d (haft, and in her gore 
The vidtim palpitated. — Pity-mov*d, 
Awhile, I raufing ftood, but ftood not long ; 
For foon, meihought, my daughter's voice I heard, 
Tender and lamenuUe, and on me 
She caird, for aid and pity : round I tum*d ; 
I faw her not ; but, in proceiEon long, 
A train of priefls a milk-white heifer led. 
With fillets wrcath'di as for a &crific«. 
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Pieb. As for a facrificc ! — ^What may this meao ? 
^rif. Awhile I gaz*d ; but, quickly, from my Ticw, 
clouds, the pageant Tanilh'd ; and the (pot, 
hereon I flood, v/ith virgin flow Vets teem'd ; 
'he lily chief, all pale and eminent, 
^ifplay'd her fragrant cups, I turn'd, intent 
f^o form a wreath, and join the facrifice, 
^nd cropt the tendei; ftalks ; when, dire to tIcw, 
The wounded ftems emitted ftreams of gore. 
That ftain'd my hands and garments ; and again. 
Tender and lamentable, as before. 
My daughter's voice was heard. — Trembling I woke* 

Epbeb, 'Tis flrange and awful. Heav*n avert the prclage l^^-* 
Heard you that (hout/— 'Sure, Tifis hath retum'd. 
And lo, — he comes encircled by the crowd, 
That hang upon him, and, with eager haftCf 
Of queftions multiplied, preclude the reiponfe^ -' 
They greedily demand. — Relenting gods. 
Send us propitious tidiogs ! — yet, my heart 
Sinks at the heavy cheer and deep deje^Hoa 
His vifage wears. 

Arif. Whate'er he brings, the gods 
Will arm our hearts, with patient fortitudtf 
To bear the doom. Enough, for us, to. know. 
And that we know with certainty ;-^nor wrath 
Of vengeful Jove, nor force of pow'rs malign. 
Can rob the virtuous, of his felf<4pplaufe ; 
Th^ yalianti of an honourable death. 
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SCENE VI. 

JEHiery to tbem^ Euphaes and Tisis, with a er9w4 •/ 
Messenians. 

Eaph^ Tifis, dedare what Phoebus, from his fhrine. 
Hath to thine ear unfoldecL 

Tif. Oh Ithorae? 
Reludant, I approach thee, tho' I bear 
Deliverance to the land f for, my foul (inks^ 
While foncy's pourtraiture the forrow (hows. 
For fome kind heart prepared. Stern deities. 
Why on thefe lips impofe the cruel tafk ? 

Euph. Oh fpare our feelings, Tifis ; — inflaot fay, 
Brinoft iliou or good or ill from Pxan's flirine ? 

T'if. For good the worfl, — for iU, not without hope.—* 

EupL Sure, thou hail learn'd, in founds oracfular. 
To vcjl thy meaning, Tifis, by the gods 
And all our hopes of fafety, we adjure thee 
With plainncfs fpcak, what we arc doom'd to hear j — 
Say, fhall Ithome fland ? 

77/1 Her tow'rs may fland. 
But, oh ye gods, at what a fatal price. 
Their fall mufl be rcdeera'd! 
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^J, It IS enough* 
O Paean ! Psean ! if Ithome's fall 
May be redeem'd ; we blefs the bounteous gods, 
Prepar'd, to learn the worft, and gladly pay 
Th' appointed ranfonu 

Euph. Matrons, fires, and virgins, ' 

That, in this hour of dire calamity, 
Await th' eventful founds from Delphi's ifkrine, 
V/ith meek fubmiflion, to the mandate bend. 

T'tf. For many days, the Pythonefs delay'd 
Her anfwer ; but our pray'rs, at length, prevailed ; 
Retir'd within a cavern, all her foul 
Was with the godhead fill'd. — Then, forth (he came, — 
PamafTus trembled, the caftalian fpring 
Ran backward to its fource, the maid infpir*d 
With iacred rage, enthufiaflic fwel I'd, 
Her hair ere(flcd ftood ; her alter'd form. 
Dilating, feem'd to rife and grow before me. 
To giant ftature ; and her voice was chang'd. 
For tones not mortal ; from her foaming lips, 
Thcfe founds tremendous iflued ; — while the laurels 
And groves around me, lowly, bent their heads, 
As in obeyfance to the deity. 

THE ORACLE. 

** Mt son, to rescue the ME3SENIAN LAKD, 
** An MUMAN SACRIFICE THE COOS DEMAND; 

" Old AIpttus must furnish from bis line, 

" A irOTLESS VIRGIN, FOR DiANa's 8HRJNB." 
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Lyf. Oh founds of horror !— Said he not t virgin ^— [jW?* 
A virgin, from the houfe of ^pytus. 

Arif. Here is the beauteous hind, the virgin flowV.— t \ja/idi, 
O Dian, cruel huntrefs ! muft my child 
Before an altar bleed ? — Yet grant me, gods> 
A ftrong enduring heart ; to form my deeds 
Submiffive to your will, which muft prevail, 
And ftill is beft, whatever, in mazes toft, 
The blind and erring thoughts of man may deem. 

Euph. I fee the crowd recoil ; and horror blank 
Dwells on each brow. — Ye hive the refponfe heard. 
However foitte may fuffer, let the thought, 
That with their pangs they buy their country's fcfety, 
Confolie the fuff Vers, dry the parent's tears. 
And bid the lover, with proud triumph yield 
The chofen of his heart. — Tell me, ye fathers. 
And anxious mothers, tell me ; were it beft. 
To fee difeafc and famine chill confume 
The bloom of beauty ? Or, far ¥rorfe, behold 
The virgin, by the brutal ravi(her, 
Twifting his favage hand in her fair trelTes, 
Drag'd from her mother's arms, the prey rf luft ?— 
No,— ye will give to virgin deity 
A virgin facrtfice ; and while that zBi^ 
From loathed violation, (hall preferve 
The virgin's lov'd companions, from the fword 
Our brave MefTenians ; let the glorious thought 
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idear the blow, which fends a gentle fliade 
Uilaful feats of peace aod ionocence. 



lExamf* 



A C T IIL SCENE I. 



The /ami flaci continue as in the lafi aS* 

£fi/^AaisT0DEMU8 and Lysiscui^ 
Lysiscus. 

A SAD diftindlioo 'tis, to be fuprerae 
In mifery ! — ^What avails our noble blood. 
From ^pytus deduc'd ? — The wretched parents 
Of our devoted houfe now crowd together. 
And o'er each other mourn ; with fighs and groans 
The common doom bewailing ; yet, in fecret ; 
For the rude populace, with clamours loud. 
Call for atoning blood, themfelves exempt 
From touch of danger, in the common peril ; 
And human feelings, and parental tears 
Are fins, againft the lordly majefty 
Of their mifrule. 
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Anf. I lore my child, Lyfifcusy 
As much as father ever loy'd a daughter. 
Her gentle mannersy her fweet bloomiog youth, 
Her filial duty, and the hopeful promife 
Of ev'ry yirtue, cling around my foul. 
Ineffable endearment ;•— but, I know 
My country gave her, a moft precious pledge, 
To bind my faith ; and Hiould that country claim her, 
Tho* more than life in yielding her 1 yield. 
She is no longer mine. 

Zjg/I Thy nature tow'rs, 
Above the weakncfs of mortality. 
1 hou chief,^ as head of us who trace our birth 
From iEpytus, muft feel this oracle 
War with thy deareft hopes ; but may we not 
Withdraw our children ? — Still, enough remain 
From i^pytus deriv'd. 

Arif. Unworthy thought f — 
When all exertions of the citizen 
In field, in council, or, deficient there. 
Id precept, or example, are required ; 
Our flight were treafon. 

LyJ, If the populace 
May judge for us, that, in c!ilinguifh*d raok. 
Exposed to public gaze, and envy dwell ; 
Whatever oppofes their o'erwecning will 
Is treafon* 
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Anf. *Ti8 not for the populace 
And vain acclaims ; but for the roajefty 
That dwells attendant on the facred name 
Of parent country, whofe high reverence 
Mofl home and inward to the bofom fprings 
In virtuous men ; ev'n dearer than the love 
Of wife and children, and within itfelf 
Embraces all, that to the human mind 
Is moft congenial. — I will to the fane, 
There wait my doom with trembling refignation. 

\ExU Ariftodemus. 



N E II. 



Tecmessa ani Lysiscus. 

Lyf. My poor Anthemoe, have thy father's caret . 
Nurtur'd thee for the altar ? — Oh Tecracfla, 
What perils wait our child ! 

Teem* Around the fane. 
The crowd affembles, and the common for^ 
If any of the houfe of iEpytus 
Pafs thro' the flreets, with a malignant joy, 
Survey the wretches, whofe prcdeftin'd pangs 
Shall glad the meaner herd. — O fay, Lyfifcus, 
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What arts of prudence from our fwect Aoth^noef 
Arert the fatal blow ? 

Lyf, Alasy 1 know not* 
Smote by the terrors of th*" impendiog ftomif 
Prudence and fbrefight fail. At random borqCf 
By the reiifUefs tide of adverfe fate, 
I float a paffive uTeck. 

Teem, Before the fhrihe 
Of matron Juno, humbled in the dufly 
From dawn of mornings to her guardian care. 
With fireaming tears and lowly oraifons» 
I have my child commended. A fad train 
Of wretched matrons, trembling, Hkemyfelf, 
For their dear progeny, with fqualid looks 
And hair difhevelFd, fpread in proftrate ranks, 
Choak up each avenue, and fill the fleps ; 
And, with k)w-raurmur'd pray'rs and fainting heart?. 
Weary the pow'r, they icarcely hope to move. . 

Lyf. Clofe to our camp, the fparun force advanc'd^ 
With hourly danger of a morul field. 
Harrows the bread paumal. 

Tiecm, Oh, my fon. 
In graceful promife of accompli(hM manhood. 
To ripe perfection growing, o forgive me, 
If all my bofom, with thy fitter's danger 
BjfircTs'd and fill'd, awhile forgot my boy ; 
Scarce in my prajr'rs included. 
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Lyf. My Tecmeffa, 
Tbo' grievous to the parent bread it is 
To lofe a ftripling in th' adTent'rous fight ; 
The ooble memory of the flaio farrivest 
Some confolation to his weeping friends.— 
But, to furrender to the lifted knife, 
Prepar'd for (acrificey a fpefiacle 
And public pageant, the foft bafhful maid. 
For miid retirement form'd, and works of peace 1 
O 'tis unnatural f 

Teem, Say then, my hnfband. 
While yet the danger hangs with doubtful weight 
On all the houfe of ^pytus, wer't not wife. 
To faye our child by flight ? I now may call her 
Our only hope. — My (inking heart forebodes 
That Philocles (hall bleed.— Our ruler's doom 
Will foon appoint a vidim, — Should tV award,--* 
Avert the dire event, propitious heav'n I — 
But (hould our ruler's doom. — I cannot Ihape 
My tongue, to fpeak the reft.^Nor art, nor force. 
Could ftem the people's rage, or fave from death.— 

Ljf. Awhile defer this theme ;— for, with Dione, 
Our iad Anthemoe comes. ^Approach^ my children. 
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SCENE IIL 



EnUr^ to them^ Dionb and Ant hb mob. 

While yet th* offended' gods delay their Tengeance» 
Let us embraces join. — The tempeft foon 
Will rife, and howl, and blacken o'er the land. 
And we mud: part for ever. 

Teem. Shall my throes 
No children boaft, to comfort the decline 
Of weary age? — My fon, th* untimely viftim 
Of war's wide havock, on th' enfanguin'd plain 
Shall fink the prey of vultures ; and my daughter. 
Whom I have cherifh'd with a mother's pride, 
And fondly treafur'd, as a precious gem. 
In fecret fhining, to make rich our houfe ; 
She too fhall perifh. 

jfnth. Dear the light of heav'n. 
And fweet the pleafures, vernal time of youth 
And eafe and affluence bring ; refigning thefe, 
Tho' I muft heave a figh of fond remembrance 
For the calm joys of childhood, yet, my heart 
Clings not to thefe ; my feeble foul recoils, 
O'erwhelm'd at thoughts of parting from your arms. 



My teDder parents ; and from thee» DiodCi 

Soft fiftcr of my foul. — ^Yct thou aksy — 

Oh would to heay'oy we were not, io our fates^ 

Ennron'd by the cominoo lot of danger. 

As in afTe^liony fifters ! 
Dio, Yet 'tis happy ; 

The perils from the pythian oracle 

Threat not the manly progeny. 'Tis jufty 

Our weak and worthlefs kind (hould pay th' atonement. 

And ipare the yig'rous vouth, with warlike arms. 

To guard their parent foil. Thy gallant brother 

For brare exertions (hall refenre his blood. 

While thou, or I, with holy fillets wreath'd, 

A weak and timid, but a fpotlefs vidim. 

May fall before the altar. 

Dione anJ Anthemoe, retiring io fame £ftanee fnm Lyfif<!us Oful 
TecmefFa, converfe apart. 

Lyf. My Tecracfla, 
The fond careffes of thefe tender children 
Subdue my ibul ; — intolerable pang, — 
In vain, I ftruggle to reprefs the tears. 
That fcald my hoary cheek. 

Teem, Like fiftcr graces. 
Behold them hand in hand. — Are thefe meet fubjeds 
.Of bloody fuperftition ? — See their treftes. 
That flow, like wreaths of fun*illuminM cloudy 
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On zephyr's wing light borae.-*SbaIl thefe bright locks. 

Clotted with gore, be tranSpled in the duft ? 
Lyf. Spare me, Tecmefla ; do not rive my heart. • 

Teem. Canft thou forget the timea of joy and peace» 

When we have feen thefe children (port aroond ui » 

Whole fummer days, like fawns, or playfid kids ; 

And I have calPd them from their infant pAftimcs, 

In wantonnefs, to wreath their little heads. 

With rural diadems of fweeteft flow'rs, 

Pi% queens of Flora's realm ; and braid, with myrtle 

And young and glofly tendrils of the vine, 

Their locks, that vied in fmoothnefs \ — See their forms, 

Deck'd by all bounteous nature, emulous 

Of Cyprian Venus, when confenting heav'n 

Show'r'd rofcs on her birth, and where (he trod 

£xulting earth, in fign of gratulation. 

Bade ilow'rets fpriog, and fragrant fcents abound* 

[ Anthemoe and Dione comifmmvari^ 
Atah. Oh talk not, my Dione, as our fates 
Where fepVatc or diftindt, and thou couldfl pcrifti, 
And I furvive.— Our thoughts, our hopes, our joys, 
Have been united, with fuch faith entire, 
That death fhall not divide us. 

L'to, Sure, Anthemoe, 
Each is a portion of the other's being. 
One mind, one fpirit, aduates two frames ; 
And fhould the gods disjoin thofe equal parts. 
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IfannoDioafly adapted each to eacii^ 

And to perdition doom a moiety. 

The refidae would droop, and pine away. 

Of half its vital principle and eflence 

Bereft. — ^From childhood have we grown together. 

Like tender plants, that neighbours firft, then meet* 

Then join their pliant ftems, 'till the fame bark, 

IndiEbluble union, clofes round. 

Anib, Yet hope for good. 

Dio, Amidft our miferiea. 
It cheers my foul^ that Philodes is abfent. 
'Twill (pare fome anguifh to his gentle heart ; 
Which, well 1 know, would bleed, for thee, and haply 
Feel et'n for me, fhould the flera deities 
Demand our votive blood. — Thy parents hear 
And cenfure my free fpeech. — Let us retire. 
And mingle thoughts in fecret. 

Jnth, Let us feek 
The winding paths along the river's fide. 
With rofes fkirted and each flow'ring ihruh. 
The iylvan deities with partial eye 
Regard Uy chofen fpot. 

[Exeunt Dione aiu/ Anthonoe. 
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N E IV. 



Ltsiscus and Tecmessa. 

Lyf. With what a grace 
They parted, like two nymphs of Dian's train ! 

Teem. Of Dian's train ! alas, ill-omen'd found. 

Lyf. She muft not die. — Say, (hould we think of flight. 
Might we not, in the fane of matron Juno, 
Conceal the maiden, by thy (lAer's aid, 
'Till night with friendly mantle veil our fteps ? 

Teem, In Juno's fane ! what haft thou faid Lyfifcus ? 
In Juno's fane ! fome god infpircs the thought 
Pregnant with fafety fur Anthemoe. 

Lyf. With fafety for Anthemoe? whence, or how. 
Save by our flight, and that a doubtful caft ? 

7ecm. My fifter, kind Evadne, loves Anthemoe, 
With fondnefs, greater far, than common parents 
Bear their own offspring ; and this very mom. 
By matron Juno fwore, within whofe fane 
Her blamelefs days (he fpends, that, for my child. 
Her life (he would adventure. At the (hrine, 
We pray'd together ; and methought, from heav n, 
A lambent light fill'd all the fanfluary 
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"A-bove, below, around : — 'tis Juno furc— 
^dy fpirits niount, with prefent deity, 
^y heart, dilating, whifpert, that my child 
'h/ixy be preferv'd. — Farewell, I feck my fiftcr, 
<^eftion me not ; but be thou confident, 
^eans may be offer'd by propitious heay'a. 



[Exh Tccmcfla. 



Lyfifcus remains mufing ami wrapt in thought ; enter to him, at 
fyfi unohferoed^ Alcandcr, as from the camp^ ^fgwjed Ukt a 
Pea/ant. 



SCENE V. 

Lysiscus (uid Alcander 

Jk, Thou little know'ft, unhappy Philocles, 
What ftorms of adverfe fate invade thine houfe. 
And a flill dearer pledge. O how approach 
TTiis wretched family ! there is a terror. 
An awful flem rebuking in misfortune. 
That more confounds the fympathetic mind, 
Than all the pageantry of frowning guards, 
Robes, and tiaras, which the flayifli eafl 
Ordains for tyranny. 
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LjJ. Approach, Alcatidcr. 
\Miy ftand at diftancc ; as a meflenier 
Fraught with unwelcome tidings ? Say, how fares 
My foD \ What wond'rous chaneei at eve of fightt 
Returns a fervid youth, to this poor (pace. 
By hoflile hands beleaguerM, where, alone 
EnfeeUed age and helplefs women range 
From fane to fane, and weary all the gods, 
With fruitlefs oraifons ? 

Ale. His plighted oath, 
And awful fearofflcrn Ariflodemus, 
Inviolable ties, confine thy Ton, 
Within the neighboring camp, the wretched vidim 
Of agonizing fears, left fome fad doom 
Should wait his dear connections. He befought me, 
Thus fhrouded in a peafant's humble weeds. 
To learn what Phoebus dooms \ — thus various calls 
Impelling varioufly, — the voice of fame, — 
And plighted friendflup|-*^ould I hefitate ? 

Ljf. Thou feefl us, in the web of adverfe fate 
Involv'd, beyond redemptioQ. Thou haft heard 
What Phoebus hath enjoin'd, the thunder bolt 
Hangs threatening yet uncertain.— -Could my (bo 
Behold his dfter bleed ?— 

Ale. No.—Had he learn'd 
The direful mandate, foon his eager fteps. 
All other cares defpifing^ in the danger 



Of thofe he loves fo dezr, would feek Ithoroe, 
To (hare their wofuLdoom. 

Ljf Hear ye not founds 
Of folemn minftrelfy ? They fink and fwell, 
RolI'd hither on the breezes. 

Ale. n is the pageant. 
Led on by £uphaes» with folemn march 
And fad religious pace ; to the deep touch 
Of the grave lyre, and foftly breathing flute ; 
Not unaccompanied by warbled ftrain 
Of choral hymn melodious, 

Lyf Sons of iEpytus, 
How beat your bofoms now ? The doom is nigh. 
The gods will have their viflim. Cruel Dian 
Shall bathe in blood. — 1 fee the lifted knife ; 
The confecrated veflels are prepared, 
To catch the fpouting gore? — How lookM the king. 
Stem or compafTionate ? 

Jic. In his looks, the king 
A ftern compofure wears, yet mixt with glances 
Of pity thatconfefs his melting foul. 
Recoils, in fecret, from the talk of duty, 
The gods impofe. 

Ljif. Sawfb thou Ariflodemus ? 

jtlc. All pale and haggard, as from painful vigils, 
BeCde the king he moves ; yet, in his port, 
A majefly elate, that feems to raife him 
j^hove the crowd, upborne in paths of air. 
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Not treading the low earth, a piercing fire 
Fills his commanding eye. His awful brow 
Seems charg'd with cogitations vaft and deep. — 
The fate of kingdoms^ and the means of good 
To myriads yet unborn. Ephebolus, 
In robes of fnowy white array 'd, and crown'd. 
With wreaths of laurel, btermix*d with fillets 
Of pureft wool, comes next, his heavy eyes 
Fafl rivetted on earth ; and feems to faint 
Beneath oppreffion of his dreadful fiin^ion. 

Lyf. At Dian's fane, contiguous, horrid thought I 
Ev'n now commence the rites of cruelty^ 



SCENE VI. 

Optns and Jifcovers a large area^ with a Temple^ fiPt^fi^ ^^ ^ 
that 0/ Diana. A Procejfion led by Euphaes^ Aristodemus 
on hli right hand* Tisis on his left, Ephebolus, wkb the 
other priejis of Apollo and the priefts of Diana f robed in wbiie,'^ 
Choristers and Musicians — Then the houfe of iEpyrus, 
and laflt a numerous train o/*Messenians. — They range them- 
felvfs around the Temple. — Euphaes comes forward in the a8 of 
addrejfing the crowd ; two priejis of ApoUo Jland behind him^ the 
one bears a white veil, and bands of white wool ; the other an 
vm, wreathed with laurel, andfUets of white wool, — The urn in- 



237 

nded. for the purpofe of JgcuSng^ by lotf what vtrgin of tlx 

*oufe of -£pvTUS fhoidd he offered to Diana; the filets to 

^ind the veil to he thrown over the appointed vi3im. — Prepara* 

t€3Ty to the ceremony of the lot^ a folemn hymn u performed by the 

^and of CnoKisrhKB and MxjsiciAss. 



n Y M N* 

I^RIME entity, eternal and unchanged, 

I'ho' wide in various forms thine attributes have ran^'d ; 

V^hatever fymbol, or whatever narae, 

I^efcribes thee, all-pervading flame, 

Thro' earth, and air, and Tea, 

A vaft expanfive fcene 

Of goodnefs, and of powV, 

Ad effluence bright from thee. 

Imparted elTence pure of deity, 

Doth nourifh all things ; robe this orb id green, 

* The ufc of human facrifices has been very general, among all pa- 
gan nations, poUfhed and barbarous, ancient and modem. We find 
them among the Greeks and Romans, even when they were confider- 
ably advanced in civilization. They were more generally pra^Hfed, by 
the Scythians, Germans, Gauls, and Britons ; and hiftory informs us 
that they were not unknown to the people of Mexico. Under the 
terror of impending evils, human facrifices were employed as expiatory 
rites, of fovereign efficacy to avert the wrath of offended deity. In the 
exultation of profpcrity and fuccefs, they were confidered as the mod 
grateful oblation which could be paid to the gods in return for their 
bounties. Sometimes, the facrifice was the aA of the community, fc- 
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And ktd whatever creatures live and moTCf 

Whether they fwira, or creep> or walk, or By 

The deeps, the rivers, earth aad (ky ; 

Doth endlefs blefEngs fhowV, 

And prove, in all, thy wonder-working lore. 

Whatc er we have is thine ; 

Whate'cr is dear to thought, or fight. 

All is imparted by thy bounteous hand, 

A portion of ineffable delight, 

That in the fphered manfions bright, 

UOing arid Immolattng the vIAim, with all the jjomp of reOgtous (b- 
lemnity ; fbmetimcs, of the indiTidual, devotiit|[ himfelf , and averting the 
wrath of the gods by a Toluntary deaith. The moft memorable inftancet 
of the former kind were the facrifice of Jeptha*s danghter, in jewtfli 
(lory, of Iphigenia, and the fubje£b of the prefent drama : snftances of 
the latter kind are more numerous.— Menzceus the fi>a of Creoo, ia 
the Phcenifrz of Euripides ; — Macaria, in the Htniciidz of the fame 
poet ; — AlceHls, who devoted herfelf to death, to prolong the eziftence 
of her hufband ; — Codrus, the laft king of Athens ;— Leonidasy— and 
the Romah Curtias, are among the names which prefent themfelves 
immediately to my memory. The ceremony of felf-devotion became a 
condant practice among the Romans, whenever their troops were hud 
prefi'ed, and the event of a battle dubious, and it never failed of enfur* 
ing fucceis to their arms. • 

Whence is it, that a practice fo (hocking and repugnant to the feelings 
of humanity, and to the firft di^tes of nature, has fo generally pre« 
tailed .'—From the caufe which has led human creatures to torment 
themfelves, by voluntary fedufions, pilgrimages, penances, and various 
forms of fclf-mortification J and to dcftroy their fellow-creatures by re- 
ligious wars and pcrfecutions, — fanaticism. 

The mind, adoniihed and overawed by extraordinary events, whether 
good or ill, is led to the contemplation of (bme fupcrior beings, the dif* 
pofers of human aflTairs, as the authors of them : if the incidents (hould 
be favourable, the perfon who experiences them, is led to confider him- 
felf as an objeOof the peculiar favour, and immediate interference, of 
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Uomix'd and perfect dwells with thee alooe« 
VTheDy ftoopiog from thine high traoflacent throDe^ 
Thou doft thine own demaod. 

Shall man, ungrateful maOi with rebel atniy 

Seek to detain the boon» or at thy will repine ? 

It is not that the gods, all-wife and good. 
Delight in human blood ; 
But prompt obedience and fubmifEon due 
Are offer'd 5 to the pow'rs on high, 

an OTcr-mling providence ; if they are calamitous, overwhelmed with 
the horrors of his fituation, he (inksio fuperilitious gk>om, and fuppoiet 
himfelf the peculiar mark of divine wrath ; the vi^m of a cruel and 
vindictive deity, Angling him out for vifitation. In both cafes, an over- 
heated imagination begins to work, and fanatic gratitude &pporcs that 
this peculiar friendfhip and interference of the divinity, deferves the 
moft precious offerings in return ; on the other hand, the mind, fmking 
under the weight of fufferings, which it takes to be revelation of divine 
wrath, and filled with fears and prefages of vesgeaace, fcts itieif at 
work to devife means of appealing the deity ; a gloomy fpirit will pic- 
tDre taitfclf a gloomy godhead; felf-devotioa and human victims will 
then preient themfelves, as the confummation of value in the facrificeiy 
and of piety in the votary ; and the more cruel the religious rite, the 
more painfol the ftruggle, the greater the outrage on the feelings of 
humanity, the more meritorious is the facrifice fuppoied to be, and the 
more acceptalile to the divinity. 

I thought it was not out of character, to make the prieds, in a hymn« 
fiippofed to be chanted by them previous to the feleCtion of a victim for 
an human facrifice, aflign the only plaulible reafon which could be ai^ 
figned for an human facrifice,— that the gods did not accept them fa- 
vourably from any delight they took in human blood ; but bccaufe they 
confidercd them aa unequivocal teds and pledges of man*s obedience to 
the divine will. And fomething like this we find in the fcriptures.— 
** Becaufe thou haft not withheld thine only Ton ; in bleflilig 1 will 
** blefs thee, and m multiplying, I will multiply thee." 
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More gratefuly than the flocks Nooacria * feeds, 

Or all the hecatombs that grafly Pthiaf breeds. 

Or clouds of incenfey wreathing to the iky. 

Whatever is dear and inward to the mind| 

The precious pledge that bids us cling to Hfe, 

The darling objedl of our care and ilrife 

With ready zeal refign'd ; 

Thefe are the mighty tefts, that prove religion true. 

See meek- eyed duty, with fubmiiEoa low^ 

And pious awe. 

Bends in the duft ; nor the bold eyeball rears^ 

Nor vaunts her, with prefumptuous ken, to read 

In the dread archives of the ftarry fpheres, 

Th* eternal reafons of what Jove decreed* 

For vain and impious the defign. 

To fathom with the line. 

Of weak and erring human fenfe. 

What the good gods difpenfe ; 

Or found the depths of that unerring laWf 

Which fmites their creature man, with fome afflidlive blow, 

Eufh. Ye valiant fons of -£pytus, who fliine, 
Mark'd out by virtue, from primeval time, 
Firfl of MefTenians ; let your high defcent 

* Nonacria, a diftriA of Arcadia, Co called from the fountain Nc 
aacris. 
t Pthia, part of Thcflaly. 



Speak in your adlions^ on this awful day. 

Think not the mandate, from Apollo fent, 

Sounds adTerfe to your houfe ; 'tit gi?'n in love.-* 

Yes» ye are fingled out, on miflion high, 

A chofen race, to fend, from your pure ftetn, 

Not a mere vidlim, but an hallow*d envoy, 

Call'd by the gods, before the throne of grace. 

To ftand unwearied, and, with fpotlefs lips, 

Make pious interceilion. In your breafts 

If patriot virtue burns, ye will contend 

For this high honour ; — but pre-eminence 

In honour, — if with pious hearts ye weigh 

This mortal ftate, in forrows, — if ye Ttcw, * 

AVith worldly mind and felfifh, let the chance 
Of lots decide ; that none may criminate 
The doom, that honour gives, or takes a child ? 
Zjp/I What doft thou purpofe ? Wilt thou fee thy child 

[^^ to Ariftodemus. 
Pierc'd by the cruel fteel of (acrilice ? 

Arif. At fuch a period, when th' ennobled mind, 
Poflels'd by the occafion, (hould call forth 
lu utmoft energies, and ftand colle^ed. 
For great exertions ; thefe enfeebling thoughts, 
That tend to difobedience, 'gainft what heav'n 
ReveaTs, and, in purfuance of its will. 
The magiftrate ordains, are bold rebellioo 
Againft th' immirtal gods, and treafon palpable, 
Againft the parent country. — Should the lot 
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Demand my fweet Dione ; tho' the father 
May mourn in fecret ; yet, the citizen 
Shall thank the gods, that, from hit houfe, deriTe 
Salvation to the land. 

Epbeb, Hear, good MefTeniant, 
Aqd chief, ye fathers, that from JEpytus 
^Deduce your noble blood. — To the great godsy 
That with juft chaftifcment are pleat'd to fmite 
This fufPring country, raife your hearts and eyesr 
With pure religious zeal ; that, on this day. 
The rich oblation made by piety. 
May turn away their wrath.— Awe-ftruck attend.-^ 
That urn of Clver, by Ariflus borne, 
Contains, within its womb, thrice thirty tablets. 
Of pureft virgin wax, on each infcrib'd 
A maiden's name and line, who draws from ^pytus 
Her noble origin, in number equal ' 
To the fair daughters of that facrcd line. — 
Thou, fage Eumolpus, with a fnowy veil 
O'erftiade thine eyes ; and firft, with folcmn pray'p 
Invoke directing Jove, and ev'ry god 
That guides the path of man ; with rev'rcnt hand 
Explore the tablet then, whofe im,port high 
To trembling cxpe^ation (hall reveal 
The gods* myfterious wilL- 

Lyf, My reafon fails— 
A father's feelings fo unman my foul, ^ 

Tliat I mufl fly ; led my ill-omen 'd grief 
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hould interrupt this high religious aa, 
Vlth groans and cries. — I'll vifit ray fad home, 
VTccp o'er my child, and ftrain her to my brcaft, 
iaply the laft, laft, time. lExii Lyfifcut; 

Epheb. Prepare, Eumolpus. 

'The frii/l C9veri bis eyes with a white veil; he feemi t§ pray^ 
for fome time in Jtlence^ then draws forth a tablet from Ai 
urn^ Ephebolus takes it^ and Sfplays it to the crowd.'] 

Epheh. Tis Antheraoe the tablet bears infcrib'd. 
Diana claims the daughter of Lyfifcus. 

Et^. Ariflus and Eumolpus, to the houfe ^ 

Of old LyCfcus hafle : confole his grief, 
W^ith pious accents ; then, conduct the maid. 
With fnowy veils furrounded, to the fane.— • 
Meantime, let no intemp'rate fudden burft 
Of joy indecent from the crowd efcape, 
To break the folemn filence, that becomes 
The dread occafiOn ; or a father wound 
With triumph, at the ftcm decree of fate, 
That ukes his child, a vtdtim for the land. 

[^/ Ariftus and Eumolpus are going out, for the purpo/e of 
conducing Anthcmoe, from her father's houfiy to the Temple, 
TecmeiTa and Evadne, who had been conualed and heard 
what paftf break through the crowd, and come forward to the 

' front of theflage]. 
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Teem. Deluded people \ yainly would ye dip 
Your handsy in virgin gore. Anchemoe't death i 

Nor expiates the land, nor gives to Dtan * 

An acceptable yidtim. — Marvel not. 
At thefe my words h bold. ^ The Pythonefs 
Pemgnds libation of atoning blood, 
FrOm ^pytus ; and poor Antbenx)e 
It alien to that ftem. 

Euph. Thy frantic woe 
Mifleads thee^ with a hope to fave thy daughter.— 
Elfe, why this wild fuggeftion ? Thro' her veins 
Pure flows the blood of JEpytus. 

Teem. So deems 
The crowd, but falfely 5 for th' unhappy maid 
Difclaims all portion, in the fame and forrows 
That wait his line. 

EupL And wouldft thou brand thyfelf 
With fbin indelible ? Is not Lyfifcus 
The father of thy daughter ? 

Teem. Tho' the faith. 
At Hymen's altar plighted to my hufband, 
Hath ever been unftain'd ; yet, not the more 
Is good Lydfcus father of Anthemoe. 

Epbeh. Woman, forbear y th' imporunt moments prefi. 
Big with Meflene's doom ; and, ere the fun 
Repofes in the wefl, a fpotlefs vi^im 
Shall Dian's wrath alTuage. — Retire thou hence. 
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Nor Jet thy tongue^ with vain loquacious grief, 
Diteb the folemn rites, that fave thy country. 

jBk King of Ithome, and aflembled crowdSf 
Hear me ; for now my filence were a crime. 
When blood of innocence, prepared to flow 
An ufelefs fpe^hicle of cruelty. 
Unacceptable to the gods, and chief 
Meflene's fafety in Anthemoe's death, 
Fruflrate, with hopes illufory, by ritos 
Which give a vidlim, yet withhold atonement, 
RefifUefs urge to fpeak, what fear and (hame. 
For many a painful year of confcious grief. 
Have buried in deep filence. Hear and wonden— ^ 
Anthempe, whom ye feek to facrifice. 
As daughter of Lyfifcus, owes to mc 
Her wretched being. 

Evfb, Miferable woman. 
Where are the fandlimonious purity. 
And fage decorum, that have mark'd thy life, 
A model, for the matrons of Ithome ? 
Doft thou come forward, in this great aflembly. 
To wound our ears with tales of wantonnets. 
And bold profeffion of a fin, whofe taint 
Scandals the holy fun<flion ? 

Evad, The' my death. 
Or worfe than death, eumal infamy, 
^ang on the words I utter ; yet, my tongue 
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Shall not recant.— Anthemoe is the fhut 

From ftealth of loves illicit. Youog Lycanor, J 

The foQ of Dryopsy was the Virgin's fire. 

Et^, It is incredible— « ftory forg'd — 

Evad, Thou (pirit of the dead, that from the tomb 
Doft hover round unfeen ; oh thou» that hearft 
My wordfy and knowft their truth, to fight reveal'd. 
Endued with human organs, couldft thou ftand. 
Thy tongue would claim thy child. By that dear (hade| 
I fwear ; and call on ev'ry ftygian pow'r» 
In witnefs of my oath ; each circumftance, 
I now reveal, moft fhamefid to myfelf, . 
Is yet moft true. — The voice of love was urg'd 
With fuch refiftlefs ardour, it pofl*eft 
Mine eafy foul ; and all a virgin could, 
I yielded to Lycanor. 

Euph. Wherefore then. 
If from fach intercourfe the maiden fprang, 
So rife and prevalent did common fame 
Afcribe her birth to other parenUge ? 

Evad. The lapfe of time now threatened to difclofe 
' The tender ftealths, that friendly night conceal' d. — 
I fought my fifter, and \iath greater pangs 
Than thofe of child-birth, which I after felt, 
Urg'diier, with agonizing tears, from (hame 
To fave her only fifler ; (he, at fir ft, 
Struck with abhorrence, burft from my embrace, 
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/od left me proftrate on the floor ; but foon 
A (^ei's love return'd ; and, by her aid, 
1 bOK« Aothemoe ; and the babe was nurft. 
At daughter of Lyfifcus and Tecmeila. 

Et^, Thy ftory, urg'd with circumftance fo ftrongi 
As falfehood fcarce could forge, at leaft demands 
Delay and caution. — Let the crowd retire.-* 
Poftpone the facrifice, left with a vidim 
Unfought, unwelcome^ we fhould mock the gods. 

[Allretirct etuepi Alcander, who cines forward i$ thefr^ 
ofthefiage. 

AUam. Eventful hour, what prodigies of woe 
Crowd in thy narrow circle ! — Oh my friend, 
How will thefe tidings harrow up thy foul 
With anguifh multiplied] y«t it is meet. 
That thou ihouldft learn them. — I will to the camp. 
The perils that furround his father's houfe 
Pemand the prefence of my Philocles. 
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Fnrfoey and feizfe the TOtiTe maid, whom &t8 
Ordains the facrifice ?— For furc, the tale 
Or love illicit and of fpurious birth 
It falfe and groundleft by the fequel proy'd. 

Art/. Meflenian fagesy hear what I propoand*— « 
I feel, methinksy my rifing foul dilate. 
With adive deity.— I have a daughter, 
A Tirgin pure ; the blood of i£pytus» 
From fire to fon tranfmitted» thro' her yeins, 
Courfes unmixed ; to give her to the gods 
My foul is bent ; — for what may fatisfy 
Th' ambitious parent's pride, like (uch an union,— 
His daughter wedded to the deity. 

EttpL Nobleft of men, the gods fare (peak io thee ; 
Twere impious to rejeft the voice divine.— 
Be it, as thou haft faid. — What thanks and praife 
Shall grateful myriads pay f # 

EpM. The fculptor's art. 
The painter's faithful hand, and holy bardf 
Shall eternize thy name. 

jlrif. I feek no praife --• 
Slow and reluctant 1 fhrunk back, enflav'd 
By fond parental weaknefs. Deity, 
With ilem commandment, and o'er-ruling voice. 
Wrought io my foul refiftlefs, — Thus impell'd. 
Spite of royfeify I offer up mv child* 
A deed, which late pofterity will hear. 
With doubtful thoughts ; to cenfurci or applaud, 



As times and manners yary. — Satisfied 
"With dear remembrance of Ithome's iafety, 

I \n(h» to fink in filence to the tomb. 

And reft befide my child. The only boon 

I claim, is fome finall paufe, (bme refting fpace^ ^ 

To fiimmon up the man within my foul ; 
And difcipline my thoughts, to meet the confli^ 
Of warring paffions : for of this be fore. 
That yielding up to death a darling child, 
Ikdach more than life I yield* 
Ei^. We will not break 
The facred filence, that thy griefii demand ; 

But to the gods commend thee ; and while lore 

f)f parent country fills the gen'rous breaft^ 

Thy name fhall live moft dear and venerable. 

l^Exeuni all lui Ariftodemoi. 



SCENE TI. 

AaiSTODEMUS alone* 

Af^. YjC gods, from feats of permanent delight. 
That look on wretched man, behold the cooflids 
That tear my bofoig ; with your iofluencey 
Raife me above myfelf, with firength endn'd. 
To meet th' impending trial, as I ought ;-— 
pifpel the low4)orn thought, the felfifli aim, 
Tliefond rttentlng, and fo nerve my heart. 



252 

That no comptinAious viCtiogs of nature 

May fteal me from my great and tirtnoiis ptvpoie. 

[Hi covers hisfaee^ mdhndt m tie bach part vftbepi 



Enter Diomb, who atfijl does mot percave her Fatter. 

Dlo. Thro' all the city piercing cries refound^ 
Of horror, roix'd with din of ftormy rage. 
And threats of violence. — My father abfent. 
Infuriate multitudes furround our houfe. 
With ftern and cruel eyes, and &mifh^d faces. <^ 
Something they feem to a(k, importunate. 
With menace jpin'd ; — perhaps, Diana's ipdim.— • 
I tremble for my friend. — Her parents tore her, 
By force, from my embraces.— When (he parted 
Mcthought, th* informing fpirit left this firamet— 
Unfafe at home, I range to feek my fire. 
With trembling footfteps ; fafeft is the child 
Near a lov'd parent ; he, with valiant arm 
Will guard my weaknefs, for his health I fear.— » 
His cheer is alter!d ; he is deadly pak.-* 
Lad night he fpent, in deep and anxious raufing. 
Lonely and watchful ; and, at dawn of day, 
Our flaves inform me, he went forth in filencc— • 



Our old and faithful Donax*, at adifttnce 
His ftqps purfued, and found, he (ought a grofv 
To Diaii confccrated ; proftratc there, 
liong time in pray'r he paft. — Nor food, nor wine, 
Kor aught, that may repair the wafte of nature. 
Since yefter morn hath vifited his lip. — 
X.0, there he kneels, in pray'r immoveable 
Abforpt, he fees not, hears not — Sure, a weight 
Of lab'ring care and forrow preffcs dowp 
His mighty mind. — Propitious be the gods. 
My father, to thine oraifons.— In filence> 
At reT*rent awful diftance, will I ftand. 

[Ariftodemus fifes andturnt r^tmd* 
Arif, Approach my child, Dione. 
D\o. O my father. 
Arif. What would my daughter ? 
Dlo. To the mighty gods, 
Commend me, in thine oraifbns, my (bul 
Shrinks at the fenfe of danger ; and to thee. 
To thee, my father, clings for hope of fafety ; 
As the poor (hip-wreck'd failor to ^he rock. 
That rifes firm amidft the toiling deep. * 

Anf To me for hope of fafety f — Danger whence ? 
What means my daughter ? Wherefore doft thou fear ? 
Why haft thou ventur'd to commit thyfelf, 

* Suppofed to be one of the flaves of Ariftodemus. 
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Sbgte iini anprote£ted| to the gaze 
Of the prefumptuous rabble^ apt for deeds 
Of violence ? — ^Why range the public haunts, 
lliat teem with licence ? 

Dio. Pardon me, my father ; 
I could not bear the terrors of thine abfence. 
A defp'rate multitude farround our houfe ^ 
With menaces coafus'd and indiftindt. 
The furious populace for Dian's fiud 
Demand a vi^im. 

jfrtfi Hold my bleeding heart,— la/i 

In fullnefs of allotted timCf the gods 
Will find a vidtim.-^Fair and graceful trefles ! 
Oh beauteous form ! moft fure» a foul divine 
Dwells in that frame, — and (halt thou then be led 
With fillet*s wreath'd, to fall before the altar, 
like beads that crop the herb ? — Shall that pure blood 
That courfes thro' the veins, to miniftcr 
To perfedl beauty, and to blamelefs life, 
Smoak on the bloody fteel > ^gf 

Dto. Alas my father, 
I fear for my Anthemoe ; left the aowd 
Fanatic feize, and drag her to the altar, 
A trembling vidim. 

Arif. Doft thou fear for her ?— 
Thou little know'ft the danger. 

Dto* I could die. 
To iave, from death, the lifter of my heart. 



/I *Tis cv'n unto thy m(ht — ^poor innocent. [apde. 

u Where ihe to perifli ; did not love for theet 
eareft parent, chain me to this earth, 
ates (hould be the fame. Oft have I pray*d 
rracious'gods, that we might di6 together* 
if. What hail thou faid of dying? — O, my childy 
(hall I fpeak ? — My foul, confounded, falls 
e her innocence ; it finks awe-ftruck, 
the thoughts of guilu O virgin foftaefi, 
dreadful art thou to my thought ! — My limbs* 
bling, refufe to bear me. A cold damp 
vs my frame, ^ A deadly leaden weight 
s my bofom, ftops my laboring breath.^- 
s-^aughter, — no,— it muft not be. — [qfides 

hou, indeed, my daughter I 
9. O my father, 

thou art fick to death. Some dreadful meaning 
s in thine hollow eye.—- O, would to heav*n, 
I could rife above the worthlefs fUte 
male weaknefs and fimplicity, 
unly fenfe and courage, and deferre 
lare my father's grief I 
if. Call me not father.— 
tie at the name. There's in the found 
tthing, I know not what, of horrible, 
makes my hair involuntary rife, 
damps the vital currenu, like the juice 
old folanum. 
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Dio. Wouldft thou caft me ofT?— 
Am I not then thy child ? 

jlrii. Know this> Dione } 
If thou, indeedy art mine ; thou vn\ refemble 
Thy fircy not fo much in the lineameDts, 
Uncertain oft, by outward caufes chang'd. 
As in the thooghts and aims.— •*Tit thus, a fire 
Lives in the virtuous child.— If thou, indeed, 
Art mine ; a fpark of patriot worth (honld beam. 
And kindle in thy bread ; with thoughts elate. 
To foar a pitch beyond the common herd. 
That fpring and wither, in the paths obfcnre 
Of fordid privacy. — My child, Dione, 
Should be illuftrious.— Doft thou love thy country f— 
I mean not, with fuch feeling as thy fex 
Gives to the found fcducing. Dofl thou glow. 
With aflivc zeal, to (ave thy native land ? 

Dio, My fervent pray'rs arc breath'd, both morn and eve. 
For peace and fafety to my native land. 
Dear in itfelf, dill dearer for my father — 
What can the feeble and unpra6lfs*d hand. 
And feebler mind, of a poor foolifh maid 
Contribute to the great and awRil work 
Of public welfare ? 

jlrtf. Much, too much, thou can*ft,— 
Oh my fwoln bofom ! — to redeem thy country, — » 
Than fageft counfels more, and pui/Tant arm. — 
Thou bear'ft within thyfelf the pledge, and means. 



Dio, Have I the mighty pow'r to ikve my couBtryp 
A fimple maid ?~*Inftni6t me how, my &tber.— 
"My prompt obedience, in the glorious tafk^ 
Shall proTe that I inherit fhun my (irc> 
His virtues, with his blood* 

jfrif. Sad heritage ! 
Oh couldft thou read my thoughts, and fpare my tongue 
The dreadful lefTon, which I have to teach, 
And thou to learn ! Inftrudt thee, o Dione ! 
Canft thou exalt thy woman's mind, to feel 
Th' expanfive kindnefs and exalted love. 
Which thoufands can include ; and to the welfare 
Of thofe we know not, thofe we ne'er have ften. 
Of unborn myriads, that to being crowd. 
Can facrifice the prefent hopes, and aims. 
Earth's bounded vifions, narrow fchemes of life ; 
And upward look, for guerdon and fruition. 
In deathlefs honour, and the blefl fociety 
Of gods above ; delight, without alloy. 
Or bound, or period ? — Couldil thou think, and ad. 
Thus, thus, Dione ;— then wert thou, indeed, 
Ariftodemus' child. 

Dio. Indeed, I feel 
I am thy child, and never (hall my life 
Degenerate, from the worth, that bids thy name ' 
Relbund illuftrious, thro' the grecian flates.— 
Alas, my (Ire, Dione's (imple mind 
Ne'er ventur'd on the thoughts fublime, which lift 
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The mortal from this earth, 10 ecftacf, 

And mix him with the gods. The loom and diftaS^ 

And harmlefs fports, with virgiosy my compeers. 

Or grateful oraifons» to the good pow'rst 

That ctowdM my youth with ble/Engs, firft and chief 

Of envy *d bleifings, gave me fuch a (ire ; 

Thcfe have fiird up my time ; nor left a thought 

For other fpeculations. Yet 1 truft, 

Should great occafion call me, to exertions 

Of import to my country, I could rife. 

With foul elate, to meet the folemn adt ; 

And prove myfelf thy daughter. 

yfrif. Yes Dione, 
Thou art, indeed, my child, embrace thy father.— 
Oh that embrace deftroys me !— My refolves. 
My fleely fortitude are melted all, 
In that fofc kifs. 

Dio. Why doft thou weep, my father ? 

Jrtf. Say, my beloved, fhould thy country's weal 
Demand a facrifice ; couldft thou refign 
Thy youthful hopes and pleafures ? 

Dio, Oh moft freely. — 
To fave my country, I would live fequcftcr'd, 
A willing vi^im, and confume my days. 
In pious rites and humble ceremonies 
Of duty to the gods. 

/frif. Offended Dian 
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Requires a virgin. Couldft thoa then deyote 
Thy blooming youth to her ? — 
Dio. 'Tis what IVe fought.-. 
Each mom, amidft my oraifoas, I pray 
A fpotlefs TOt'ry, in her fane to live 
From worldly cares rcclufc,— Why doft thou weep ? 
Ne'er till this day did I behold thy cheeks 
Staio'd with that woman's weaknefs. 

jfrif. O my country, [aS4f» 

This is the dreadful moment; let thy voice, 
Silent and ftrong, re-animate my foul, . 
To pay the dreadful precious facrifice.— 
Suftain me, heav'n ! One ftruggle, and 'tis pad.— 
To live Dione ! — Art thou fond of life ? 
Still doft thou talk of living. — Couldft thou dare, 
My child, Dione, couldft thou dare to die ? 

Dio. My days were fo fill'd up with tranquil joys $ 
Such happy thoughts poflefs'd xtty youthful nciiod. 
Paternal love preventing ev'ry wifh. 
And chafing from our peaceful home the fteps 
Of anxious forrow and intrufive care. 
That, ere the Wafte of all-devouring war 
O'erfpread our cultur'd plains, the thoughts of death 
Ne'er vifitcd my foul. Now, various forms 
Of death, by famine, fword and peftilence. 
Hourly prefented to my tbrtur'd fight. 
So wound my bofom^ that, full oft, 1 think 
peath were a refuge to the fad fpeftator 
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Of fuch calamities^ and happier far 

The dead, who Heep in peace, than the furriTorSy 

Condemn'd to die in others, and at laft 

To fall themfelves. And often hare I wift'd, 

When 1 have feen fomc pale expiring wretch 

Before me Cnk, that I could yield my breath, 

To fave the haplefs vidims, that around me 

Have perifh'd guiltlcfs. 

yfrj/! Oh my noble child. 
What hail thou faid, with voice oracular ? 
Thou little knewft ; — and yet thou dofl not know.— 
But be it to thy wifli.— I find thee apt.^ — 
Hear then a dreadful truth : — no more ray tongue 
Shall wrong thee, and in tedious circumftancc 
FaltVing involve it, as thy firmnefs doubting. — 
The gods require, that thou fhouldft pour thy blood, 
A pure libation, to the offended powVs, 
Whofe wrath affli(*ls thy country :— more my tongue 
Denies ;— but, if thou art my child, Dione, 
Again embrace me ; o, my beauteous daughter. 
The gods, thegods^ demand thee !— I muft fly, 
LeftI break forth in loud and fruitlefs yells 
Of womanifh defpair. Prepare thyfelf. 
To give a pattern of heroic worth. 
Which may thy fex ennoble : — call the gods,— • 
And they will hear thee, and fuftain thy fbu^ 
With grj^ceful firmnefs to receive' thy doom.—* 
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*Tis pafl— *iis done— My child, my child^ o heavens I— • 
Here reft ; fecure beneath this facred roof. 
From fear of outrage. When I can recall 
My fcatterM thoughts, I'U feck thee, aodpuriue 
The fad detail of thy myfterious fate. 



lEmif. 



SCENE lit. 

DiONE alorte. 

She goei to the altar andhneeh before iif fome tune, injilence* 

How grateful are thy beams, thou glorious orb^ 
Whofe'blefled ray invigorates the earth 7 
Soon (hall thy radiance drike my new-made tomb, 
And warm my fenfelefs duft.-^O Philodes, 
Wilt thou not weep ?-^l know that thou wilt weep, 
Thefe eyes no more (hall view thy graceful form. 
Yet, and the thought untimely fate endears, 
I perifh, to preferre the honoured names 
Of fire, and native land.— Th' etefian ^ales 
Winnow the buxom air, withgladfome wings 
Difporting round the earth, and call the buds 
And leaves, and flown , to clothe the fmiliof plain. 
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.How diff rent far my op'niDg fpriog of life ! 
A deadly blight.— I muft forbear this ftrain» 
Unworthy of my father.— To the gods, 
!b filent awe, ray oraifons (hall rife. 



[^Sbe remans hueB^» 



6 C E N E IV. 

IPHILOCLES ami Alcander, having returned fecraly from the 
campf efUer dijgutjed a* peafanii. 

Ale. Thus far, o Philoclcs, the gods have prov'd 
Propitious to our flight, and (hrouded us. 
From eyes and tongues inquifitive. Yet, ftill, 
I tremble for our fafcty.— This return 
From camp, at eve of an eventful combat, 
To death, or penalty far worfe than death, 
Subje(5ls us both ; thee chief ; — ^the populace 
Will vifit on thine head their fruftrate hopes 
Of public expiation. 

FhtL In this fane, 
We may conceal ourfelves, 'till (hades of night 
Give licence, thro' the> ftreets to roam, at large. 

Ale. Back to the camp;— for, now, each tender pledge 
Whofe danger by the hcart-ftrings puUM thee home. 
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Hath gain'd a fure afylum^ and relicTCs 
Thy foul from anxious care. 

Phil Not fo, my friend. 
*Tis true my fire is fled : the reft remains 
In doubt ; fave this, that, partners of his flighty 
My mother, with my (iflery and the prieflcis 
Of Juno, left our houfe. One ancient flave, 
Rear'd at my grandflre's board, and lov'd attendant. 
From childhood, of my father, join'd their fleps.— 
May Jove dire^ft their courfe, to fhun the rage , 

Of the wild multitude. — But foft, my friend. 
For lo, fome, pious maiden, with pure lips, 
Breathes her petitions, to the guardian powV, 
Whofe prefcncc fills this temple. 

Dio. Sure, I hear ['jfi^i' 

The voice and fteps of men. — Preferve me, heav n ! — 
'Tis Philocles : — his heavy brow is charg'd 
With gufts of ftormy forrow, and the tear 
Suflufes his red eye. — Son of Lyfifcus, l^fide. 

Why art thou here ? We learn, the fpartan.hoft 
Camps near our army ; and th' eventful hours 
Teem with heroic a<5lions. 

Phil. Wonder not ; 
Nor let me fuffer, in thy gentle mind. 
As heedlefs of my country's weal, or deaf 
To honour's glorious call. — But the {ad tidings t*^ 
Think, what the breaft fraternal muft endure,— 
A lifter's fate fo nigh ! 
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Dio. ReGgn thy careSy 
For our Anthemoe's fate. — The gods hare found 
Another vidlim. 

PhiL Oh propitious pow'rs, 
GratefuJ, to you I bend, whofe influence 
Protcds my fifters ; for, by the foft name 
Of fifter, I have ever lov'd to call, 
Who holds within this heart a |Jace fo dear. 
That language wants a term of fond and kind. 
To give it name. 

Dio, Alas, o Pliiloclesy 
In this day's flrange event, thou wilt not find 
Subjed for glad'nefs. 

Phil, True, my heart will bleed, 
For the devoted maid, gentle, and fair, 
• Like thee, if any lives, or ever liv*d. 
That might with thee compare. — What pangs (hall rend 
The parent's breaft I how agonize the foul 
Of the fond youth, who doats, if ever youth 
Doated like — wherefore does my falt'ring tongue 
Defert th' unfiqifh'd period ! . 

Dio, Philocles, 
Feed not thy foul with images of joy. 
And lov'd fociety, fuch as endear'd 
The feafon of our youth. — There was a time- 
But of fuch hopes, as of a parting cloud, 
Irradiate for a moment with the fun. 
Then melted into rain, think we no more.—- 
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I..earD refignatioli. — Thou bcholdft the YiAim, 
Selected by the gods, to bleed this day. 

Phil. Thou — thou a Tidim ? Can the gracious godSf 
Good in themfelves, that love and cherifh goodnefty 
Can they look on, and mar their cho/en work. 
Their archet5rpe and pattern of perfedlion ? 
'Will not indignant Jove, whofe partial hand. 
In lovelinefs array 'd thee, dart his lightening, 
And bkft the guilty rites ? 

Dio» Weak youth, forbear, 
Whatever hopes or wiflies may have 'dawn 'd 
Within the clofe receHes of the mind, 
Unborn muft pcrifh, ere they reach thy lips.—* 
Th* eternal doom is pad. 

Phil. Thou (halt not bleed— 
Oh fly th' abodes of anarchy and death. 
Where cruel wrong, for virgin innocence. 
Beneath religion's flole and foowy fillets, 
Lurks in difguife.— With diftant humble awCi 
My care (hall tend thy fleps. 

Dlo. Son of Lyfifcus, 
Reprefs th' unworthy thought, which derogates 
From female dignity, and virgin honour. 
Is this thy counfel to a grecian maid, 
Call'd forth to virtue by her father's fame. 
And chofen by the gods, to pay th' atonement 
That gives MefTene fafety ? — From this hour, 
1 hold royfelf a confecrated thing. 
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Eflrang'd from earth, pertaining to the gods.— 
Soon will my fire return ; it is not meet 
He find us here in parley. — Anfwer not ; — 
Farewell, a long ferewell, o Philoclcs ! 

[Exeunt at different JiJa ofthejage. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Continues in the Temple as before, 

Philocles and Alcander. 

Philocles. 

Why do I linger round thefe fatal walls? 
What dawn of hope remains f 

yiU, Retire, my friend ; 
The gods are adverfe. To the camp return ; 
For death, with infamy, awaits us here. 
If we mud perifh, let fome noble ad 
Of manly daring, to our fatal doom 
Give worth and energy. — Better, in fight, 
Illuilrious fall ; than, like the felon wretch. 
By fentence of the judge, and ruffian hand 
Of common juflice. 



riAI. No, if death muil cor.ic, 
What matters tor the form I I will not hence. 

I am at war with prudence and myfelf. 

My madd'ning fpirit with wild outrage labours^ 
'V^haty yet I know not. — Strange and black chimeras 
Inflame my boiling blood. — I muft prcfervc, 
And will pofTefs Dione. 
Jlc, Vain that hope ; 
Hei* fire's decree, her own determined will. 
The danger of the ftate, the people's rage 
Loud calling for a Ti(5tim ; lafl, and chief, 
The awfij mandate of th' immortal gods, 
AU adverfe to thy wifhes. 

PblL Tho* th' abyfs 
Of quick dcftrudHon gap'd before my fteps, 
The bound and punifhment of my wild paffion. 
Yet would I ftrain her, in my trembling arms, 
Prefs her into myfelf, on the wild verge. 
Plunge madly down, embracing and embraced. 
And dare the future word. 

jllc. I have adventur'd 
My votive life with thine, a facrificc 
To that conimanding love I ever bare thee ; 
But think not, I will liflen to the founds 
Of bold impiety. — Almighty Jove 
Will bid his thunders roll, and darted lightnings 
Proftrate thy guilty head. 



PhiL I am rcprov'd 
Not by thy words alone, that hetv'nly vifiott 
RepreiTes each bold thought. 



SCENE II. 

Enter Dions. 

Dlo, Oh huntrefs Djan, foon my fteps fliall joia 
T{iy virgin choir. The fliaggy fpoils of chacc» 
The, rural armoury, the bow, the quiver, 
The boar-fpear, the light javelin, and the toils. 
That woods and lawns, and doping hillf, furrouody 
Shall henceforth be my care. — Unhappy youth, 

Ifmnz Philock$- 
Why doft thou haunt ray fteps ? Why trouble thus, 
W ith fighs importunate, my few laft hours 
Of earthly fojourn ? Koow, eftrangM from earth, 
The mate of virgin Dian, with the gods 
My fpirit dwells ; and, when my blood fhall flow. 
For my lov'd fire, for thee, and all Meffcne, 
A free libation, tliink not, that my fliadc 
Will then depart ; — it is already fled. — 

Phil Still art thou cold, as Pcneus ; ftill fcvcrc.— 
Yet, once more, to thy pity I appeal. 
And to thy love. — Tho* carclefs of thyfelf. 
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teel for my fuff 'rings ; o relent, Dione^ 
And timely think, it is not one exiftenct 
2)epends on thy refolve. 

Dio, Th* immortal gods 
Hare feal'd my doom. — I know, not one exiftence 
Pepends on roy refolve ; but that of myriads.— • 
I owe falvation to my natiTe land. 
And glorious vi^ory o'er tyrant Sparta. 
Matrons and virgios, aged (ires and youths^ 
And lifping babes, all cry to me for fafety. 
My fpirit muft, for them, in wreaths of incenfe, 
Afcend, and dlHipate the leaden cloud 
That overhangs Ithome. 

Ph'tl. Oh reflet. 
Timely, refle<5l — Canft thou, with eyes unmov'd, 
Behold the fad preparative of death ? 
The cruel rites, with fell foleranity. 
Detail'^ before thee ? — See the bloody prieft,— - 

Oh fight of horror ! At thy gentle breaft. 

He aims the lifted knife. 
Dio, I am prepared.— 
Believe me, nature fondly clings to life* 
J have array'd thefe images of death. 
In dreadful pomp before me, and recoiPd 
From the grim phalanx ; o'er my fpirit pafs'd 
A momentary weaknefs ; on the ground 
I funk, difFolv'd in tears ; — but now 'tis o*cr. 
} ftaod^ prepared, to found the vaft abyfs 
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Of dread eternity — The morning dawo8» 
The fmiling morn of a new entity. 
In bleft elyfium, happy without bound, 
. Without alloy. 

Phil. Oh by the facrcd names. [knedmj^* 

Of love and Venus, and each blefled powV, 
I'hat fills with good, and guards the life of man. 
Yield, I copjure thee, — by the parted (hade 
Of thy fond mother, which now hovers round, 
And chides thy rafhnefs. — Wilt thou fall the vidtim 
Of a vain father's pride ? — Enough remain 
To make the dire atonement^ — Here I grow. 
And clafp thy knees, and weep, and kifs the <iuft j 
Here bide, a living monument, to fhame 
T hy frantic fuperftition. — ^^Groveling thus. 
Thus abjc<n^, will 1 lay me, in thy path,— 
Trample this body, — fpurn tiiis groaning breaft, — 
Pafs o'er thcfe proftrnte limbs, to meet thy doom. 

Dio, O Philoclcs, a tear alone is mine ; 
And that perforce 1 give thee. We muftpart* 
Yet, haply, by permiffion of the gods. 
My (hade may vifit thee ; and thou (halt hear 
My warning voice, thro' the cool filent air 
Of confcious midnight, calling thee from earth. 
To join my fteps, with amaranthus crown'd. 
In bow'rs of endlefs joy. — Meantime, my foul 
Hath fummon'd all its ftrength; and call'd in aid 
The father, in my nature, to fuftain 
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^y fainting virtue ; and I feel it beat, 
W'ithin my heart, a pulfe of manly daring. 
And (hall a weak and unexperienc'd maid, 
Unmov'd, behold what daunts a gallant youth ? 

PblL Were 1 alone to perifh, I could meet 
The dire6l forms of agonizing death 
By cruelty devis'd, nor fhrink appall'd.— 
Thy danger, from her hold of confhincy, 
My fpirit (hakes. 

Dio. Attend^ and learn, from roe. 
The noble lore of patient fortitude.— 
In this day's awful work, 1 hope to (how 
A foldier's firmne(s. 

Jlc. Wretched youth, thy fhame 
Is now confumraate. — Lo, with eye feverc. 
Where no relenting, for a lover's weaknefs. 
Or youthful folly, bides, — Ariftodemus. 

PhlL No matter ; let him come, my foul is wound 
To that high pitch of wild extravagance. 
By love and angui(h, I have loft the fenfe 
Of fear and reverence. Life is now, to me« 
A flrange diflemper'd dream ; where all things mix 
Jo rude and ftormy chaos. 
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SCENE III. 



Entery to them, Aristodsmvs* 

jfrif. Is It well ? 
Say, is it well, young man, that here I fee thee^ 
At eve of fight ? Unworthy as thou art 
Haft thou forgot thine oath ? The doping fun 
Hath yet fome fpacc to trarel, ere he quench 
His fiery wheels in ocean, and this morn 
Did ft thou, with folemn adjurations, call 
The ruler of the day, to mark thy vows> 
That never wouldft thou feek Ithome s tow'rs 
Unlcfs in triumph, and with (partan blood 
Painted illuftrious. 

P/j'tL Now, all care of fame > 
Be vanifti'd. — This devoted virgin fills 
My foul and fenfes ; evVy other obje^ 
Seems like th* unheeded gawds of witlefs childhood, 
There was a time, with more then filial awe, 
I bow'd to thee, and fear*d thy frown, as death ; 
But 'tis no more. I feel my heated brain. 
To frantic words, and ftill more frantic deeds, 
Purry me.~Qb, thou fire unnatural, 
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V'hat doft thou purpofe ? Wilt thou ftain thy hands 
Vith guiltlefs blood ? 

Arif. Were not my lab'ring mind 
i^offeft and fix'd, with all its faculties, 
3n the great work the mighty gods propound, 
[ would purfue thee, 'till thy country's jufticc 
Had marked thee out, a warning fpcdaclcj 
To all, who, io the needful hour of trial, 
Defert the common caufe.— Of this no more.— 
Retire with me, my child ; wc muft prepare— 
Diana calls thee ; and, in bridal robes. 
We muft adorn thee, for this glorious union 
Of mortal with immortal. 

Dio. O my father, 
Now is my time, to rife in patriot woijth, 
And vindicate my claim and part in thee.-* 
Now am I firm, as the felf-centred ftars, 
Fix'd in their orbits. Farewell, Philocles ; 
I look towards the day, when we (hall meet 
In perfedl innocence. 

\Exeuni Dione and Ariftodemus. 

Phil. And art thou gone ? 
Wilt thou not ftay and blefs mc ? What adomings ? — 
What bridal robes ? O deed of tenfold horror !— 
To part for ever, like the falling ftar. 
Which (hoots athwart the hemifphere of night. 
And then is feen no more I — By force to ru(h 
Keen on the cniel priefts, and with^the fword 
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Refcue the vlAim I— *Yety ye men of b(ood» 
Ye fhall be fatisfied ; and on your heads. 
Will I retort your purpofe. — Human vi^ims 
Muft furely fall ; — ^but not an kelplefs maid— 
Nor ye the facrificers ; this hand (hall learn 
New fundions ; a new prieft (hall oflfer up 
Blood-thirfly men, to gods athirft for blood. 

Ale, Impious alike, and vain were fuch attempt. 
Danger to thee, not fsifety to Dione, 
Waits the ra(h adl \ th' impatient multitude 
Would tear thee piecemea^. 

Phil Pardon me, Dione» [fl^^r a Itmgfacu^' 

Thou fpotlefs purity, what fell defpair, 
Cruel expedient, counfels. — It muft be. — 
Ye holy pow'rs of truth, forgive the founds 
Of pious falUcy. — Leave me, Akander. 
Return thou to the camp, where glorious death. 
At leaf!:, awaits thee ; for thou (halt not join 
My ftrange myderious fate, and haply find 
A doom opprobrious. With refiftlefs force^ 
Some powV impels me to a ftrange attempt ; 
And doubtful lies the goal ; haply, to joys, 
Dearer than life, it leads; haply, to death, 
With blackeft infamy. 

Ale, And is it thus, 
O Philocles, that thou haft wcigh'd and prov'd 
The mighty fiiendfhip, in our youthful hearts. 
That grew from childhood f Wouldft thou dlive.me from the 
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91ien danger^ as thou fayft» and io£iiny 
fang on thy purpofcs ? One common doom 
Awaits us both. — But hear ye not the founds 
)f diflant minftrelfy ? The prielb lead on 
fhe wild fanatic crowL 

Phil. Ihcaraburft 
)f horrid muCc, fitted to the feafon» 
Difmal and low. Soon (hall the cruel rites^ 
\bominable, unutterable, begin. — 
\nd will the blefTed fun, bright fource of life, 
Behold the murdVous deed, and not recoil, 
^s at the feaft of Atreus ? — Hark again ! 
Fury has fill'd my bread. I could out-hbwl 
The firantic Menalus, and tear my limbs. 
With unavailing rage.-~The prieds ihaU Ueed.— 
Ariibdemus too. — AH, all, (hall perifb. 
The facrifice (hall prove an hecatomb ; 
Whatever nobleft, beft, Ithome holds 1 

jik. Such bloody rites befeem not poIi(h'd Greece, 
The feat of gentle arts, and virgin Dias, 
Sage patronefs of female majefty 
And maiden worthlnefs. 

Phil, No, fitter pay them 
At the rude formlefs (hrioe of Taranis, 
Stem pow V of battles. Let him (cent the blood 
Of human vidlims. Let him feaft his ears* 
With moans of death and (hrieks of agony ; 
Where the wild whirlwind ploughs the fcythian plain. 
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And yelTing demons in the tempeft roll'd, 

Rafe from th' expanfe of fand, whatever (pringt 

Tender, or firm, herb, fraity or tree, to feed. 

Or fhade the kinds that breathe. — That ftrain agam f 

Not hofls for battle marfhall'd could appall me. 

Like this religious pageant ; now, be firniy 

My foul ; the moments urgo thy crifis on. 



SCENE JV. 

Opens from the Temple of ApoUo into that of Diana f clafely ad' 
joining to it,^^A foUnm proceffion of priejlt — DiONE, adonui 
with Iridal rolef, attended by Choristers <iii^ Musicians, 
and a number o/* Messenian Virgins. — Euphaes, Aris- 
TODEMus, Ephebolus, Tisis, and the houfe of ^pytus^ 
with other Messenians, attending. — jIh altar is feen burnings 
with vafes and other preparations for faenfiee. 

HYMN TO DIANA, 

FROM ftar-pavM maniiont of delight^ 
Come Artemis, fcrencly bright. 
Goddefs, yoke the fnowy hinds^ 
That, from afar. 
On filf er axles hurl thy car ; 
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And o'er the wide expanfe of fea« 

The mountain-tops^ the forefty and the lea^ 

Waft thee fwifter than the winds» > 

Stooping from thy golden throne» 

'Till the folemn rites are done. 

Or» if on earth thy favour'd hpme^ 

Benignant goddefs, come. — 

Whether in Pitane*. thy IotM retreat. 

Or Perga, once thy chofen feat* 

Or where Miletus fees Maeander wind 

His (inuous courfe. 

Or, where thine amazonian band, 

Rcar'd the tow'rsf with martial hand, 

That bright Cayiler laves, while, from his fource. 

With fmooth and placid march he glides, 

And bears his tuneful fwans, to meet th' icarian tides* 

Defert awhile thy favour'd home. 

Benignant goddcfs come. 

Hark-r-heard you not the well-known call ? 
Goddcfs feek Ithome's wall, 
Stooping from thy golden throne, 
'Till the folemn rites are done. 
The bugles found, thy dogs are loud. 
The mountain- tops the fylvans crowd : 

• Pitane, a city of Laconia, where Lycurgus inftituted a (kcrifice tQ 
Diana Orthia. 
f In Ephefos. 
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Huntrefs maid, coilefl thy traioy 

Amnifian nymphs, and daughters of the maisa 

Gortynisy Britomarty with goMen hair, 

Cjrrene foft, and Anticlea* fair. 

And hark — they call thee, huntrefs maid ; 

Wherefore are the rites delayM. 

Huntrefs maid, thy train demand 
A new companion at thine hand. 
While they dance in frolic rouiid» 
Beneath their unfhorn treffes bright. 
That float in wreaths of liquid light. 
Their iv*ry quivers found. 
Where'er thy filler fandak prc(i 
Exulting earth, ihe wears a feftal robe } 
And healing plants, and iow'rets fweet» 
Huntrefs maid, around the globe. 
Spring beneath thine hallow'd feet. 
The laughing meads to drefs. 
Not flaunting rofes, as at Venus* birth, 
Be-paint the garifli earth, 
But humbler children of the vale. 
The modeft violet, and primrofe pale. 
Narciflus, bending o'er the chilly ftream. 
And (how-drops, fearful of thy brother's beam. 

♦ Theft, with other nymphf , arc enumerated by CaUimachus in I 
hymn to Diana. 
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Not for the fyiran waf alone, 

Thy fire the (hafts unerring gave j 

Or bade the eye lops at their anvils groan^ 

Within the lemnlan cave, 

To forge deflruAion for the beads of chace | 

Bat to fubdue and tame 

More favage monflcrSf of the human race. 

That nurfl in violence, and'deeds of ihamet 

Where fury paflions lead, 

The wildcr'd paths of outrage tread* 

At firft, the fatal darts were tried 

On wolves, that prowl by hurdled cote. 

Where (hepherds, with their fiocks abide i 

Then madding Rhaecus and Hykeus fmote. 

Ajid (liU, when Grangers, and the helplefs taaidp 

And feeble orphans, cry for aid. 

Thou art not miodlefs of their cry ; 

But, far and wide, thine arrows fly. 

The bruits of earth, and produce of the womb| 

Are blafted all ; 

Like wither'd leaves, the hardy (Iriplings faU f 

And fires attend their offspring to the tomb. 

Thy prefence calls a bleiEng round* 
Abundant harvefts clothe the ground. 
Nor taking airs, nor blight, nor cold. 
Nor locufts, warping on the wind. 
Mock the. labours of the hind. 
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Or thin the fold.— 

Where'er thou doft thine influence dart, 

It purifies the human heart 

It chafes ev'ry low-born aim. 

And each unworthy thought, and er'ry fenfual flame. 

Domettic bleflings crowd thy train, 

And public weal exults beneath thy fober reign. 

Come holy pow'r, thine influence feeds 

The fteady principle of glorious deeds. 

Fair tcmp'rance, nurfe of rofeate health. 

And patient induftry, the fource of wealth, 

With thee delight to dwell ; 

And, call'd from forcft wild, and tangled dell. 

Aerial mounuin-top, or cavem'd cell, 

Attends the ruftic nymph, fweet liberty. 

Defert awhile thy fav'rite home. 

Benignant goddefs, come. 

Stooping from thy golden throne, 

'Till the folemn rites are done. 

Goddefs, come ; thy train demand 

A new companion, at thine hand. 

[The hymn being ended^ Dione comes forward* 
Dio. I feel the myftic ftrain ; it penetrates 
My foul. I come, I come, chafle Artemis. 
No more delay the rites. I ftand prepared, 
To pour the due libation. From thy (phere. 
Look down propitious — Virgins of Meffene, 
Now, gaze your fill, if, in your penfire hours, 
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3o fadly pleas'd remembrance ; for no more 
Shall ye behold the (ifter of jour youth. 
And let this lad embrace, my father, feal 
The duty which thy child has paid, thro* life, 
Submifs to thee. — Diilinguifh'd, as thou art. 
For cv'ry patriot virtue, 'mongi the chief 
Of brave Meflenians. I have ever held 
Thine honour'd name, my faired ornament. 
Beyond attire, and wreaths and cofUy gems. 
And all that women prize. 

Arif, My noble child. 
Look round thee, on thefe walls» and fanes, and tow-rs ; 
Seats of th' immortal gods, rever'd abodes, 
Of thine illullrious anceftry.— ^They fpeak. 
They hail thee foundrefs. — See, preferr'd by thee, 
The crowding myriads, matrons, (ires, and youths. 
And maids, and tender infants ; all, in hymns. 
Grateful, (hall chant thy praife, when to the gods 
They raife their voice, and eyes, and hearts, for blei&ngs. 

PhlL Break off your rites ; nor, with a facrifice 
Unapt, unhallow'd, mock the heav'nly pow'rs. 
Not fuch Diana claims ; a virgin pure 
Mud expiate Ithome. 

Epheh. Rafh young man. 
Forbear ; left death, with fome new form of torture, 
O'erwhelm thine impious head. O fearft thou not. 
Left virgin deity from the cold top 



Of Taygetas defcendy with fudden flufv 
To fmite thy facrilegc ? 

Phil. No, heav'D be witoer$> 
I would not interpofe, with impious tiiii» 
The feeble hand of frail mortality^ 
*Twixt fate and its decree. What Paean bids^ 
Mud be perform *d ; but rirgia Artemis 
Claims not a mother's blood. 

Eupb. What dofl thou mean ? 
Sayft thou, a mother's blood ? 

Phil. I fhall unfold 
A tale, which only this affli<5live feafoo 
Could from my bofom wring. Know then, MeiTeDiaoSff 
The plighted vows of love, from early childhood. 
To fair Dione joinM rac. When the growth 
Of manhood had enlarged the young defires. 
All that enlargM defire could crave, the growth 
Of kindnefs yielded, and our perfons join'd. 
As had our hearts before ; and we, indeed. 
In wedded union, were but one. 

Jrif. Tis falfc, 
A wicked calumny, from the wild tongue 
Of hot licentious youth, and a vain mind. 
By vainer hope mifled. — So may the gods 
Receive this precious ofiering, and remit 
The forfeit of the land, as my poor child 
In thought and deed is fpotlefs. I refute 
The tale of flander thus, and ta the 'gods \IUJttbi Dice 



Pour out uotainted blood, a free libation. 

For thee, my country. Ye fuperaal pow'rt. 

Behold this gufhiog blood, how pure it flows* . 

Ye, that can read the fecrets of the heart.— 

Whatever high and folemo, ancient ritea 

Of heav'n-taught worftiip know ; whatever great, 

Awful, or venerable to the mind 

In aim or motive, thro' the boundiefs range 

Of human adlion lives ; I here atteft, 

lliat this my ponyard, fmoaking with the blood 

To me more precious than the wide world's wealth. 

To Dian gives a virgin, be th' event 

My daughter's vindication ; and Meffene, 

So thrive, as flie is pure. 

Dio. This a<ft hath clos'd 
The long, long, courfe of thy parental love. 
Thanks for this blow, my fire ; well hafl thou weigh'd 
The merit of thy child, and vindicated 
From calumny unfounded. Sharper far 
Than thy keen fword, within my bread, I felt 
This young man's cruel words ; that would impute 
A charge of foul pollution. If a thought 
Of forrow could arife, to cloud the death 
Of her who faves her country, 'twere from this 
So barbVous aft, of him fo well beloved. 
The brother of my youth, who read my foul. 
Who knew my wifhes, and their innocence.— 
|t wants a name of cruel. 
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PhU. Oh forgive 
The blafphemous afperfions of my love. 
And vain defire, that fondly caught at hope 
Of wrcfting thee, by falf^hood, from thy fete. 
Not the cafhdian fprings, that bathe the lips 
Of the pierian maids ; not fnows, that reft 
Unfunn'd on Rhodope, are clear and fpotlefs 
As thy pure nature 7 he malignant founds 
My flandcrous tongue hath utter'd. back recoil 
On my own hcadi like bold impieties 
Againft th* immorxal godf. 

^rif. My darling child, 
1 thank thee, that with poblenefs of mind, 
A fortitude divine, thou canft forgive 
The cruelty that vindicates thy fame. 
1 love thee more than life. Th* all-feeing gods. 
To whom thy faultlefs fpirit foon (hall wing 
Its blefTcd way, know, what my fpirit feels 
In lofing thee. The blow, my fatal hand 
Aim'd at thy bofom, thrills thy father's heart, 
With (harper pang than thine. My days to come 
Will prove a blank, a dream of parted blifs. 
Thy pallid form, thus bleeding at my feet, 
Shall evermore be prefcnt. Sweetefl bud, 
That promisM golden fruit, and, had the gods 
Indulged thee length of days, hadft dignified 
The foil that gave thee birth. Oh, loft for ever I 
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Dio, Ye guardian gods, that o'er Meffcne reign^ 
Accq>t this free libation of my blood ; 
I feel, it is the price of ?i(5lor)r. 
1 pour it on the laurels that adorn 
Our warriors brows, and never (hall they ^e. 
And chief, my father, on thy rev'rcnd head, 
Immortal, (hall they bloom. . The gods, the gods. 
With care peculiar, guard thee. Philocles, 
Weep not ; nor turn afide thy face, nor droop, 
O'erwhelm'd with (haroe ; the gods have thus decreed. 
The camp expeds thee ; haften to the palms 
Referv'd for thee. Sparta (hall bite the duft. 
'Tis paft, — 'tis done. — From woody Msoalus, 
To meet thy vot'ry, come, thou virgin huntrefs j 
1 rife from earth.— Oh father !— Philocles ! ISbe dies. 

Phil. Oh flay, chaftc virgin, I will follow thee I 
In death allied, ennobled, and complete ; 
Concord harmonious of our fates. One foul. 
One love, one forrow, one untimely tomb. 

[Philocles offers to kill bimfelf^ hut is prevented, 

Euph. Hold, ra(h young man, what would thy frantic hand ? 
Thy life is not thine own ; the gods have lent it. 
That thou mightft fcrve them. For thy country's weal, 
Fhy blood mull be expended ; not in burfls 
[)f wild and fenfelefs fury. If thy being 
[s irkforac to thee, honourable .death, 
in battle waits thee. Haik, the trumpet calls ; 
3o feek the Sparun ; bid bim (hare thy grief. 
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Thy fwordy id flamy circles brtodini'd roand^ 
Shall bid laconian maids and matrons mourn 
1 his corfe that bleeding lies. 

[Ariflodemus JanJs immoveahk^ with folded armSf at loj '» 
tl^ugbty contemplating the body of Dione. — Jftet a l(fiii 
paufe^ he fpeaks* 

Arlf And is this all, 
Ve gods, that now remains of my Dione ? 
Your willy and cruel Sparta, not her father, 
Ha?e flain tliis virgin. Henceforth, I renounce 
All joys of life, and cheerful haunts of men. 
And yet not childlefs, while the memory, 
Th' illuflrious fame, of what thou haft atchiev'd. 
For in my heart the fbretaft^ and afTurance 
Of glorious TiAory, purchased from the gods^ 
By thy devoted blood, throbs prevalent : 
Lives in raeffenian bofoms ; thy renown. 
Thro' life, fhall be my child ; and, after deaths 
My fole pofterity. When future maids 
Shall in their fongs, with timbrel and the dance, 
Refouhd thy praife ; and fay. Was fair Dione 
Redeemed our fires from (hame, our youth from bonds. 
From tyrant Sparta's rage, the fufF'ring land. 

Phil. Lead on. — Dione, may I fall in fight, 
A vi<5lim to thy (hade ! — But, fhould the gods 
To life and forrow doom me, I fhall boaft 
To call thee mine ; henceforth, my fole companion 
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Shall be thine imager fource of endlefs woe^ 
Xodiefs remorfcy and proudeft exultation. — 



Enter f to-ihem, a Messenger. 

Eupb. What portends 
Thine eager haftc ? What bringft thou from the camp ? 

Mfjf. The fpartan force comes on, in denfe array. 
So near advanced, that from their archery 
An iron (how'r within our rampart falls. 
With loud acclaims, our foldiers call their king 
To lead them on to fight and victory. 

Phi!, Lead on, o king, lead on to vi^ory. 
A. generous chillnefs tingles in ray veins. 
Crowded from ev'ry part ; while the warm blood 
Marlhals its powV, within my throbbing bread. 
To man the heart. 

^rlf. Lead on ; 1 will not mourn 
My lofs with tears. No common forma of grief 
Befit the child of old Ariflodemus. 
Nor (hall my daughter poorly be content. 
With common obfequics, which tinws of peace 
On vulgar death beftow. Sparta (hall mourn 
Her lofs in tears of blood ; and hecatombs 
Of gallant youths rauft fall to footh her (hade.— 
Lead on, o king, lead on, to Ti^ory ! 



[^Exeunt 01 



POSYsdRIPT. 



t MUST beg leave to fobjoSn a few obfenrations, on the foregind^ 
dramatic poem. I know, it will not pleafe the generality of readers) 
mnd therefore, I choofe to call it a dramatic poem, rather than a pUy. 
I did not wifh to write a modem play ; nor did I make fucccfs on the 
flage my objeA ; had that been the cafe, I (hould have adopted a fob- 
jeO, nearer to moderx times and more conformable to modern man- 
ners ; for foch are always more popular, than plots drawn from andent 
bidory. It may be aflced, why then felefb fuch a ftory f I anfwer, my 
education and oourfe of (hidie^ have formed me to a predile^on for the 
hiflory of Greece and, Rome, and, at this particular fcaibn, every exam- 
ple of a brave people contending for freedom, and (Iru^lingsgainft in- 
fult and tyranny, mud drike the underdanding and come home to 
the heart, with peculiar force. 

If the foregoing fcencs fhould happen to pleafe any readers, it will be 
the few, who have formed their tafte, by an early acquaintance with 
the hiftory, and a ftudy of the dramatic and epic poets of Greece and 
Rome, to relifh iimplicity, and relinquifh the labyrinth of intrigue 
and the glittering embarrafTments of love and honour ; neither the 
one, nor the other, of which could be retained in a dramatic piece, 
founded on a grecian ftory ; without a manifed violation of the cofhime. 
All the productions of the ancient tragic mufe are diftinguiflied by the 
fimplicity of their conduct, and the almofl tc tal abfencc of love from 
the bufmers of the drama. I can hardly cenfure the former ciroun- 
ilance, as a dcfe^, in thofe who have been our maders in almod every 
branch of good writing ; the latter was a confequence of the fevere 
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JOQanners of the timei, and the diAance, at which the two fexes were 
kept from each other. 

Many readers ivill think, that, in this poem, there occur too many 
allafions to ancient mythology and tradition ; and accufe me of a 
pedantic affectation. 1 muft declare, that I had not any inten- 
tion of making a parade of learning ; I was imperceptibly betrayed 
intofbme of them and fome of them I fuppofcd ncceflary, to give the 
proper colouring to the dialogue, and to prcfcrvc the manners of the 
times. As to the fubjcft of this poem, it is no doubt horrible.— A hu- 
man facrificcj—and, not only a human facrificc, but the vi Aim is a young 
and beautiful virgin, and a father plunges the ponyard in the bofom of 
his own offspring. I may plead, in defence of my choice of this fub- 
jeO,. that the facrifice pf Iphigenia was a favourite theme with the 
dramatic poets of antiquity, that the event, which I commemorate, really 
took place, if We give credit tohiftory ; a circumftancc that adds proba- 
bility to the drama ; and 'that it is eminently calculated to excite the 
emotions of terror and pity. In addition to thcfe confiderations, I 
beg to remind the reader, that, to judge fairly of any dramatic 
produAion, we fhould, for a moment, drop our own charaOers, and 
tranfport ourfelvcs, into thofe of the perfonages exhibited before us, 
Wc are not toconfider, how an human facrifice would appear,' at the 
clofe of the eighteenth century ; but to recur back to the remote times 
of paganirm,whcn fuch an a£l was fuppofcd to be a folemn and merito- 
rious exertion of religious zeal, and the awful means of delivering a peo- 
pie from the calamities of wa^, famine, and pcAilence, at prefent, and 
from the yoke of an enraged and cruel enemy, in future. So much, for 
the probability of the ftory which is the ground-work of Mcficne Freed. 
Still, it muft be admitted, however, that there is fomething dreadful 
. in the idea of an human facrifice : I allow it ; and was fo fenfible of -it, 
that 1 endeavoured to foften the ferocity, of fuch a fpeAadc, by turn- 
ing the attention of the reader, fioin the a£t itf<rlf, to the motives, h. 
have reprefcnted both the father and the daughter, as infiamed, at 
once, with religious, and paliticil enthufialm ; motives fufficicnt to ac- 
count for the moft cxtraordinar)' ids , and, at laft, tl)e father does noC 
inflict the mortal blow, which deprives his darling child of exiftence, 
until he is agitated by the influence of fudden rage ; at the falfe tod dlT* 
graceful imputations, thrown out by Philodcs, 



- !n the foiTgoing dramii, I hare dblbhrfcd the thi«fc tmitklk tffvAlbli^ 
time,— and place. As to the aaion ; — the fable tfo»fe1iOt|ii«Ml» ft- 
rics of events happening one after another, but a fingle eTcnt, pro- 
•^iuccd by means of others. The fubjeft of Meflcne Freed is one, tnd 
fimple $ die death of Dione, by the hand of her father, which is iip- 
pofed to propitiate the gods, and to redeem Meflene from impendiof 
deftns^Hon ; the fharc, which Anthemoe, her father, and |notfacr,tKe 
(|)rie(lers of Juno, and Philocles take in the progreisof the drama, are 
•not didinA events, or epifodes, but neceflary fubordinate parts of a 
whole, being Co perfe^y incorporated with the main a£Hon, as the ia- 
difpenfable means by which it is produced, that tbey do not Tiolate 
its unity. The reader will perceive that I have been attentire to 
€onne£t the fcenes throughout this drama ; a precaution which is de» 
fnandcd by nature and probability ; and which, notwithftanding, is lie* 
quently neglected by modern makers of plays, becaofe it certunly re- 
quires ibme additional trouble. I have impofed on myfelf the rigid 
kw of endeavouring, in each fcene, to give a rea(bn, for the cnUaiKes 
and exits of the feveral adors. « 



I have likewife preferved the unity of time. 1 do not mean, that I 
have ftri^lly con^ned the time of a^on, to that of the reprefentation ; 
but, t have prefcrved the unity of time, in the more liberal acceptation 
bf the illivfbious Corneille and his commentator. — " If we cannot in- 
clude the a£lion within two hours, let us take four, fix, ten ;— provi- 
ded,, we do not pafs the bounds of twenty-four.** And Vohairc fays, 
he entirely agrees with Corneille, The aOion of Meflcne Freed is pcr- 
feAly Virithin the bounds prcfcnbed ; it is included, between fun-rife 
and fun-fet. — In the morning, the procefllon of virgins ta:kes place, 
Philocles returns from the camp, and Tills communicates the delphic 
Arade, In confequcnce of the tremendous refponfe of the deity, pre- 
parations are made for appointihg, by lot, and offering up to Diana the 
virgin who fhoutd make atonement for the land ; this wnd take fdace 
frnmcdiately after the arrival of Tifis, for we cannot fnppofe, thita 
meafure bf fucli public utility, and which promifed relief, from the ge- 
neral calamity, would be poftponcd a fingle moment. Some delay, 
however, mnft be caufcd by the making provifion for ceremonies and 
i^tft "of fuch importance ; time muilbe aliorwed, for decking the fhiines 
and altars, enrolling the prlcfts, aflembling the chorifters, and prepaid 
ing the urn ind a competent number of 'tablets, infcribcd' Vtith the 
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names of the virgins fprung from ^pytus. All this will allow time 
foffident, for the converfations of Philocles, ivithDionc, and his fifter, 
and with Arifloderous ; and for thofe, between Lyfifcus, Tecmefla, and 
Alcander. Alcander may be Aippofcd, to ha?c reached Ithome, about 
noon ; Philocles who returns, in obedience to the injun^ons of Arifto- 
demus, to the camp, having reached it, early enough, to fend offhis 
friend before the news of the delphic oi-ade had tranfpired to the army. 
Alcander, now, makes a very (hort flay at Ithome ; for, having learned 
the dreadful tendency of the oracle, and the perilpus fituation of Ly- 
(ifcus, and his family, as being of the line of ^pytus, he inftantly fets 
out for the purpofe of apprizing his friend, of thefe alarming partictilars. 
Meantime, the ceremony of drawing lots takes place ; and the facrifice 
is poftponed, by the intervention of Tecmcfla and the prieflefs of Juno. 
All this happens. Tome hours before clofe of day ; and allows fufiicient 
time, for the two lad a£l$ ; in which Euphaes again convokes the mef- 
fenian fenatc, — Aridodemus freely offers his daughter, as a victim for 
the community,— Dione learns her unexpeAed doom.— her lover and 
his friend return, from the camp, in difgaife,— the Sacrifice commences, 
—and Philocles, forgetting his virtue in his paflion, by his unworthy in- 
terference, precipitates the fate of her he loves. The only confiderable 
paufes in the aOion are between the fecond and third, the third and 
fourth, and the fourth an J fifth a^s; and even thefe need not be very 
long; an hour for each would be abundantly fufficicnt. In fhort, the whole 
action may be very commodioufly comprized, as I have faid, between fun 
rife and fun-fet. It may not be amifs, to remind the reader that the 
meflenian territory was very fmall; and that the camp is fuppo- 
fed to be only a few miles diflant from Ithome, the capitalof the flate; 
fo that a perfon might pafs to and fro, more than once, in the courfe of 
the day, without any inconvenience. 

The unity of place, alfo is obferved ; for the whole adionis fuppofcd 
to pais, either in the temple of Apollo, or that of Diana adjoining it. 
Note, thefe (Iru^res were fupported on rows of columns, and opeq to 
the view on all fides ; or in a confecrated grove, or a large area, conti- 
guous to the temples ; fo that, every part of the fpace affigned for the 
icene of a^Ion might be taken in at once by the eye of the fpe^hitor, 
in a theatre of adequate fize, and with fcenery properly conftru^d. 



ROSMUNDAi 



DAUGHTER'S REVENGE, 



TRAGEDY. 



ARGUMENT. 

CUNIMUNDUS had fcarcc afcended the thr9ne of the Gepldc, 
"Vrhcn, rcTiving fomc ancient claims on the LombarJs with which 
Xbey refuicd to comply, he aHcrnbled a great army, entered the 
couAtry of the Lombards, and committed there unheard of ravages. 
On the other hand, Alboinus, having drawn together a no lefs nume- 
rQD& army, refblved to put the whole to the iflue of a battle ; which ♦ 

Cunimundus not declining, tht two armies engaged with a fury not to 
be exprefled. jThe vi£>ory continued long doubtful; but, in the end, ij 

the Gepidz were put to flight, and purfued by the victorious Lombards i 

with fuch flaughter, that fcarce one was left alive. Alboinus killed 
Cunimundus with his own hand ; and, cutting otfhis head, tui:ned his 
ikuU into a cup, called, by the Lombards, fchala, and, by the Latins, pa- I 

tera. This fchala or cup he ever afterwards ufcd, at all public banquets * 

or entertainments. After this vi^ory, the Lombards feifed on all Da- 
CIS, (Mging the Gepidac cither to fubmit to them, or retire cliewhcre. 1 1, 

Thenceforth, they had no king of their own, but lived io fubj^CHon 
either to the Ix>mbard8, who were ma(lers of their conotry, or to the 
princes of the neighbouring nations, efpecially the Huns fettled in Pan* 
nonia. 



Alboinus afterwards married Rofamund, the daughter of Cunimun- 
dus, which made the Gcpida: bear the yoke more ^ patiently. After 
this, the Lombards affiled Maries in delivering Italy frftm the yoke of 
the Goths ; and, during the reign of Judinian, continued faithful to their 
engagements with the Romans. On the death of that emperor, Narfes 
was difgraced, and, in revenge, invited the Lombards into Italy. Al- 
boinus, with a large army, and an infinite multitude of followers, in- 
vaded that country, and made a rapid progrefs, fo that in the courfe of 
the third campaign, he made himfelf mafter of Milan, the capital of 
Lignria. On the reduction of Milan, the Lombards with joyful accla- 
matioos, procUtimcd Alboinus king of Italy, lifting him up upon a Ihield, 
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in the midd of the army, according to the cuftom of their nation, and 
prefenting him with a lance, which among them was the eniign of 
royalty. 

Alboinus having reduced many other cities of Italy, at length noarcb- 
ed into Umbria, and made himfelf mafler of S{>olcto, which he made 
the metropolis of Umbria ; and, ere Aing the city and its territory into a 
dukedom, appointed Fcroaldus, whom he dignified with the title of 
duke, governor, of that diftri'ft. 

From Umbria, Alboinus marched to the ficge of Pavia, which, at 
length, furrendercd, after it had held out three years and ibme months. 
As this was a city of great ftrength, Alboinus and his fucccflbrs choie it 
for the place of their rcfidencc, whence it became the metropolis of the 
kingdom of the Lombards. 

Alboinus, now mailer of great part of Italy, relblvcd to eftabiifh 
peace and good order throughout the countries he had already reduced, 
before he made any further conquefts, but he was in the mean time 
flain by the treachery of his wife. 

The accafion of this atrocious a^ was as follows. As the king was 
one day fcafting at Verona, with his chief favourites and principal offi- 
cers, in the height of his mirth he fent for the queen, and, filling the de- 
teftecJ cup, commanded her to drink merrily with her father. Roia- 
mund, flnick with horror, hurried out of the room, and determined to he 
revenged. Accordingly, fhc immediately difcovered her intention to 
Helmichild, the king's ihield-beiirer, a youth •f great boidnefs and intre* 
pidity. Hclmichild peremptorily refufcd to embrue his hands in the 
Mood of his ibvcrclgn, till he was, by a fliameful flratagem, forced by 
the queen to a compliance. She, knowing that he carried on an in- 
trigue with one of her ladies, placed herfelf in her bed, and received the 
embraces of the youth, which having done, Ihe difcovered herfelf to 
the deceived lover, and told him, he muft now eitlier put the king to 
death, or be put to death by him. Hclmichild, well apprifed, that, 
after what he had done, his fafety depended on the death of the king, 
engaged in the treafon, which he otherwifc abhorred. One day, there- 
fore, vhilc Alboinus was repcfing in his chamber after dinner, Helmi- 
child, with fomc others, breaking in uncxpc^lcJly, fell on the king 



ACT I. SCENE L 

The Palace of Albinus. 

AsTOLf HO and Adelaide. 

Adelaide. 

I KNOW not why I fear— this myftcry, — 
As tho' the hallow'd z&. that join'd our hands 
Were fomewhat criminal ! — Shrouded ohfcure 
In darkling clouds, and fhi?Vtng^tk the damp, 
Th* unwholefome dsmy, of night ; the hollow (bond 
Of our own fteps, redooMed thro' the ailes, 
Difraay'd our confcious hearts. Sde harbinger 
To guide our feet, the fading ftar of mom ; 
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Sole bridal hymn, the cock's fhrill matin fong ; 
Sole off 'ring at the (hrinc, my ftrcaming tears. 

jIJIqL Wrong not our love, with fuch def})onding thoughts. 
What tho* the cii'cumftance and pageantry, 
That vulgar fouls delight, and vulgar nuptials 
Adorn, were wanting ; the long liv'ry'd train, 
The waving banner, and the white-rob'd prieft. 
Tapers and incenfe ; — yet the nobler pomp 
Of harmoniz'd affeflions, chafte delires. 
And mutual thoughts, refponlive, each to each 
Attended ; and a tuneful choir, in heav'n, 
Our hymeneal fung. 

/del. By one pale lamp. 
That feebly glimmcr'd thro' the vaulted dome. 
The haggard prieft, fcarcc feen, ftood at the altar ; 
With low and trembling tones, and mutter'd hafte. 
He hurry 'd o'er the nuptial rite, and feem'd 
At his own whifpers fcar*d ; for oft he look'd 
Behind, awe-ilruck ; and, when he fhould have giv'n 
T he marriage bencdiflion, his voice fail'd ; — 
Falt'ring, his accents dy'd away, and left 
The blcfling incomplete. 

ylfloL From liuman tongue 
Necdlefs the bleffrng ; for the god of tnith 
Will bid the dew of blcffings, from on high, 
Rain on our licads. — This privacy thou knowfl. 
Alike unwo.tliy of our noble blood. 
Our breed mg, and our honourable love :— 
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By ftern oeceility enforc'd, to ihun 
The veDgeance of the queen. 

AdeL Still in thefe ears 
Refound her threats, that fhould we join our hands, 
Her prohibition fcorn'd, no place on earth 
So diflant or obfcure, but her revenge 
Should feek us there, and plunge in mifery. 

jffiol. Nor will her threats be vain ; therefore, my love. 
Let us conform with patience to our ftate ; 
The period may be (hort. 

Adel, Thy wili is mine. 
Conceal me, where thou wilt. — Yet 'tis moft ftrangc, 
That we* fole objetfls, fhould be (ingled out 
To meet and feel a temper in the queen 
Moft foreign from her bent, by heav'n defign'd 
For works of peace and mercy ; day feems (Iiort 
For her beneficence ; night falls unwelcome. 
To ftop the ta(k of bleffing. 

jlfiol Beaffur'd, 
No light caprice, but deep deliberate aims. 
Urge her to thwart our union, and 'twill need 
Our utmoft caution and refcrve to (hun 
Her watchful jealoufy. — Awhile remain 
Attendant on the queen. — The (hades of night 
Dearer to me than morning's purcfl ray. 
Shall bear me to thine arms. 

jidel. And rauft I go ? 
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To meet fo feldom ! — I who fed no joy 
From thee divided. 

JfloL Oh, my Adelaide, 
Muft I then isid thee from me I — ^£at our awrerfe 
Might wake fufpicion ; and th' abode of king^ 
Is ne'er exempt from ipies and Ivtb^percrs. 
I hear the king approtch. — Farewell myiore. 

AdeU Farewell— farewelll — wken evening %«Ukiierihadev 
Thou knowft the gallery befide my chamber— 
My lord f my hufband !— 

jifiol. Every blefled powV £^«^f ^iv. 

Protcdb and guard thee. — Now, my fiail, he ^nn, 
Unaw'd by menaoes, to bkAdtHiinents 
Superior hold thy loyalty unftain'd. 



S € E N E II. 

trumpets found. — Tht fcene opens to a mMgmJUent idS,—£tiUrf 
to h'tnif Albinus, ^Ifh Fbraldus, Cokrade, and oiber 
Officers^ as from a review qf the Lombard army. 

Feral, Oh 'twas a glorious pageant, brave AftolpbOy 
Would thou hadfl feen our bands, in what array 
T hey paft before their king. 
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AfloL A f<lKt tbey are 
To fubjugate the world, beneath a ka^, 
LovM and heroic, like our great Albioua. 

jilhin. Too much of blood this iword iMth 4kcrific*d 
To the ftern powers of war ^ *tts ti<yw my cart» 
To 'ftablifli rigid order, and reftraia 
The hand of violence ; in leagues of peace 
And mutual faith* and blefled amky 
To join my fubjeds ; that thit .goodly realniy 
Prize of my valour, may by wHSom thrivt, 
Firft of italian ftates. 

Con, Thou fhouldft remember 
Whofe blood was drain'd, whofe ftiatter*d frames were pierc*d 
With wounds on wounds, to win for thine ambition 
This glorious prize. — And what is onr reward I 
Injudice and negledl corrode our fame. 
As eating ruft our fwords. 

Albin. I warn theCyConrade, 
Diipel the clouds that menace on thy brow» 
And learn fubmilfion, when thy king is near. — 

I heed not, I, thy haughty looks, thy vaunts. 

I know, retir'd in proud obfcurity 

And dang'rous privacy, on venom'd thoughts 

And noxious fchemes yon feed, and then come forth 

More fatal than the viper .^-^ (ball teach thee 

A lefTon of refpeA ; and in the daft 

Trample the vanity that thtrs forgets 

Thine humble value, and thy lowly place. 
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Con, And why (hould royal bouoty» like the fas 
And dews of heaven, fall indifcriminate 
On worthy and unworthy ? 

jilhin. Falfe the charge. 

My foldiers are my brethren, all engage 
My care, paruke my bounty, and, if juft 
Themfelves, fhould own my juftice ; for my eye 
Fails not to mark, my thoughu to efUmate, 
My lib'ral hand to pay, and overpay, 
Defert of every kind, but, firft and chief. 
The foldier's merit.— Thou, Fcraldus, bear 
Dominion o'er fair Umbria's wealthy plains. 
And proud Spoleto's tow'rs ; — on thee, Aftolpho, 
That thou mayft ftill be near us, I confer 
Supreme command within the citadel. 
Conrade, henceforth avoid us, for thy pride 
Hath made thee hateful in thy monarch's fight ; 
And learn to know thy value and thy place. 

[Ex/V Albinos. 



SCENE III. 

AsTOLPHO, Feraldus, and CoNRAt>l« 

Con. Full well I knew my value and my place ; 
Know and will fill it ; for I was not form'd 
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For ftatioQ fubaltern, to crbuch unnotic'd 
A cypher in the fum of royalty, 
Myfelf unvalttcd, to give powfer to otbeiii; 
If monarchs look for ferVice aod allegtance. 
Let them be juft, with equitable hand 
Difcriminate their bouDty, and reward 
Who fenres them worthily. 

jiftoi. And were our duty 
And our allegiance doubled, could they pay 
Our debt of gratitude ?^^Hath liot Albittus 
Prom freezing climes, and an ungrateful foil, 
The Lombards led, and giv'n them name and bting, 
A noble nation, on the teeming plains 
Of far-fam*d Italy ? — So fix'd his pow'r, 
Nor foreign levy, nor domeftic treafon 
May reach his quiet ftate, which in fhortfpice. 
Such is his wifdoiii, for ftability 
May vie with ancient thrones. 
Con. Some hearts there are. 
That feel like mine, and know, that fovereigns 
Live for their fubjeds, not themfelves alone ; 
Their tenure juftice and bepefibence, 
By which they hold their fceptre,— that tie loft 

Feral, Conrade forbear, for thefe fedttious found* 
Thy fov*reign injure not, but on thy head 
May draw perdition ;— in our friendly ears 
They reft fecure, but others to the king 
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May bear them areplify'd, and added fuel 
loflame his kindled rage, till it coofume thee. 

yyioL Unbought, unbrib'd my faith. — No injarict 
Could make me fwerre from duty to Albinus. 
No» were it poflible that he could prove 
Unjuft or cruel, my firm loyalty 
Would erery wrong fuftain, and contumely ; 
Norfromhis fervice fhrink. 

Con, Such language fuits 
•A. thriving courtier, and a monarch's ear, 
No doubty will gladly hear it ; but the foldier 
Muft feel his wrongs, and (hould occafion ferve. 
Will write them with his fabre. — King Albinus ! 
What title hails him king of Lombardy 
But free eledion of the conquering hoft, 
His inftrument of powV ? — The fuffrages 
That made him monarch, may the grant rcfume. 

jljlol. If valour, wifdom, and each princely virtue. 
Merit dominion, and the Lombard crown 
Were yearly, monthly, daily, drawn in queflion, 
By fuffrage of the camp ; unrivalPd flill 
Would great Albinus reign. The foldier's voice 
Unanimous would hail him king, as when 
High on t fbield upraised our valiant cohorts 
Bore him above their heads, and to his hand, 
In flgn of domination, gave the lance, 
With acclamations louder than the burft 
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f many waters from the riven fide 

' cavem'd mountains. 

Feral. Soft, behold our queen 

be (ad Rofmunda comes ; her beauteous eye 

rops ceafelefsy as the (parry-fretted roof 

f fome chill cavern. Dance and tournament 

m boafl no charms for her ; and (bill fhe feems 

fu^Ter, not partake the gen'ral mirth, 

bat plays around, and in her whole demeanour 

be downcad looks of mild contrition wears. 



SCENE IV. 

nUr^ to thenif Rosmunda, She looh attentive^ at AsTOLPHO, 
and /peaks qfide* 

Rof. Oh gracious noble form ! — And can it be, 
"hat flem Rofmunda's bofom, which the hand 
>f mifery hath feared, affords a fpot 
or tender fympathy ? And can thofe eyes 
atiate with horrors, can they find on earth 
^bjeft of plcafure ? — Clotild take this purfe — 
)i(bibute half among the wounded foldiers ; 
i^ith reverential pity I behold 
'he veteran's glorious fears, — with the other half 
'he weary palmers glad, whofe pious feet 



Ha^e tracM the foil, wherein the lord of life 
Vfzt laid, for man's redemptioo. 

yftlen. 'Tis pcrform'd. 

Rof. Go theoy and wait me at my oratory. 
Soon will the facring bell to vefpers call. 

, lEx'ti Attendant. 
Thanks to religion's pretext, it hath gain'd me. 
Some refpite from the tyrant's hateful bed.— ^afide. 

Oh pardon me, good firiends, if my rude grief 
Infenfible to earthly things, hath fail'd 
In courteous language, and the fair obfervance 
J)ue to your noble rank and high defcrts. 

Feral, Hail queen and fovereign, whofe refiftlcfs charms 
Unparagon'd, no lefs than royal birth. 
Claim univerfal fway ; the nobleft empire ; 
Dominion over hearts. 

Rof. Ill fuited founds, — Iqfide 

Sovereign and queen, — to me a wretched captive. 
Thefe royal ornaments feem galling chains ; 
And every circumftance of pomp around 
An infult, mockery, and fad memento 
To tell me what I was, and what I am ; — 
A being comfortlefs, from earthly things 
Eftrang'd 5' my fole employment, eve and morn, 
The folcmn office for departed fouls 
Whom the remorfclefs fword to their lad audit 
Untimely fcnt, but chief for thee, my father, 
'Good venerable king— Wo, wo, the day 
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That faw thy (laughter'd corfe, and left me here 
To burthen hated earth, a wretched thrall. — 
FeralduSy Conrade, pardon me» awhile. 
Somewhat of import to our common forereigQ 
Lies near my heart, and claims Aflolpho's ear. 

Feral. We leave your majefty.— May bounteous heay'n 
With every bleifing crown your royal head. 

[^Exemt Feraldus (md Conrade. 



SCENE V. 

ROSMUNDA mid AsTOLFHO. 

Rof, Oh mockery of prayV ! — I mud not know \,t^de. 

£lefEng» or good, or quiet. — I have fcen 

My country wailed ; all the palaces 

Where my forefathers had in glory reign'd, 

Belov'd in peace and terrible in war, 

Stain'd with the blood of thofe old faithful fervants, 

Whofe arms had borne me in my infancy. — 

Down foft emotions, — let far other thoughts » 
Inform my tongue. — Aftolpho, well thou knowA 
Why thus I feck thy converfc. — Haft thou weigh'd 
My former fpeeches ? — Didft thou know thyfelf. 
Thy genVous nature and intrepid heart 
A fceptre challenge. — Some receive from heav*n 
Imperial lineage ; which is oft disjoined 
From royal virtues ; others are endowed 
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With royal tlrtacs, and dominion win. 

And wear it nobly,— Wouldft thou wear a crown. 

Tis now within thy grafp. 

jljlol, I know the ftreight 
To which thy fpcech wouJd lead. — I muft betray thee. 
Or ftain my loyalty by guilty filence. 
But tempt no mor« the reverential pity. 
Due to thy fex, thy beauty, and thy tears. — 
Thy forfeit life — 

Rof, And kindnefs 'twere to take it* 
A tiffue 'tis of matchlefs mifery ; 
Each thread furpaffing other, in the hue 
Of dire calamity. -^-Death were but reft, 
A gentle flumbcr in the lap of peace. — 
Yet^ would it 'grieve my fpirit to depart 
Without revenge obtain'd ; — that only thought 
Detains me lingering here. — I do not veil 
My thoughts from thee, or fear that thou (houldft aft 
Th' informer's hated part. Thy noble mind 
And gallantry would fcorn to bring to death 
A woman and a queen, and flill more awfiil 
Reftraint oh thee, a wretch moft miferablc. 

jiftoL The power of fex and beauty, and more ftrong 
As thou haft t^ruly faid of mifery, 
Have hitherto reftrain'd wy Ups ; but know 
My fpirit flu6luatc^ nov/, 'twixt tendcrnefs 
For thee, and pity for thy wofi J lot, • 
And duty to my king, whofe bounteous hand 
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Hath plac'd me high, and made me, what I zm* 
He binds me to him, by the facred ties 
Of boundlefs confidence and friendfhip, Aich 
As rarely bides in courts, and Iotcs to dwell 
With equals in degree. — Is not his life 
Confided to my care ? 

Ro/. I needs muft praife 
Thine elevated notions, tho' they blaft 
My dearefl profpcdls. — Ne'er did I refort 
To thee, as to the bafe and vulgar mind. 
With fordid motives ; nor have led thee on, 
Thro* hints circuitous, to read the purpofe 
Of my dark thoughts, but to thine honeft fool 
My life entrufted, and my dcareft hopes. 

^oL I own the facred power of confidence.—- 
Prote^ed by the name of gncft, my fot 
Should (land befidc my board, or to my ear, 
In confidence, commit the mighty fecret. 
On which his being hangs ; altho' his fword 
Had pierc'd my father's bofom. 

Rof Didft thou mean 
To rend my heart with recuIle(5tions dire i 
As tho* I could forget !— A father's bofom ! 
Oh ne'er (hall I forget Albinus' form 
AU black and grim, with duit and clotted gore. 
Matted with dreaming gore bung his long hairi 
Or curPd, like venom'd ferpents, round his hetd. 
His right hand hdd a fword, that dropt with bloodi 



3^2 

The blood that fills thoie v^ins ;-^aDd in his left. 
The fingers twifted in the hoary locks. 
He bore any father's head, the comely features 
Diflorted with the agonies of death. 
Before my feet, he threw my father's head. 
And the dire falchion reeking with his gore ;— 
Hideous with daughter, in' his mailed arms 
Hacrufh'd my trembling frame* 

jlJloL Whywiltthou dwell 
On thefe black images ? — The heat of battle 
Had chaPd his noble blood ; but, from that hour 
His love hath made atonement* 

Rof. Oh profane not 
The fucred name of loye. — Atonement, (ayft thou ?- 
Love for Albinus !— better, mightft thou fay. 
Vultures and eagles love, when they engender. 
With fcreams terrific, or the wolf and pard, 
Or ihaggy lion ; when brute infiindl goads, 
To whet their fangs, and woo their brides in blood. 
To his hated bed by force he bore me. — He — 
The murderer of my fire,— a captive queen. • 

jlJloL His kindnefs fmce. — 

Rof, Infulting cruelty 
Hath been his kindnefs (ince.— Oh could mine eyes 
Have kiird like bafili/ks, an infUnt vengeance 
Had felz'd the murderer. — *Ti$ thro* thee alone 
I hope for vengeance. 
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jffiol, *Twcrc in mc difloyal 
To liften to fuch words. Reprefs thy hopes 
Of warping my firm faith. — This orb of day 
ohall in his orient chambers (ink to rcfb 
Ere I forfake my pUghted fc^Qr* \ExU Aftolpho. 



SCENE VI. 

ROSMUNDA aiofu. 

Rof. Oh when was virtue lodg'd within a manfion 
So worthy of the gueft ! — Oh beauteous form 
Adom'd with ev'ry grace, and fairer mind 
Endow'd with all perfection ! — Noble youth, 
Why art thou arm'd in virtuous panoply, 
Superior 'to temptation ? — Good Afiolpho, 
Lend me thine arm, give me but ample Tengeaioce, 
And I will be thy bond-flave, to thy will 
Submifs and unrepining. Feed my foul 
With ample vengeance, and the fecret flame, 
Whofe fubtle vapour blafted all thy^^pes, 
£xtin<5l in blood, no more (hall interpofe 
*Twixt thee, and union with thine Adclaidc.-^- 
Something mud be devifed. — Without his aid 
Vain, vain my hopes. — His ftjition in the palace. 
As armour-bearer, gives him fole command 
Of all th' approaches to the tyrants chamber. 
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ACT IL SCENE L 

An Afartwuni in the Palace of Albinus. 

Albinus and Rosmunda. 
Albinus. 

It is not well, Rofmunda, thy fad looks 

Aod tears are calumnies ; they taint my fame 

As king and hufband — Know, that I (hould deem it 

Reproachful to mc, were there a fad heart 

In all my Lombordy, ?jtd. I had pow'r 

To cheer the fufT'rer. — Look not thus, 1 pray tliee.-^ 

Say, (hall the pretext of devout obfervancc 

For ever hold thee from my longing arms ? 

Rof. Tell me how I Hio^ look ; if thou cauft tell. 
How children look on thofc that kill their parents. 
1 ell me- how I (hould look, if thou canil tell. 
How wretched females look, when brutal force 
Compels the loath'd embrace. — Tell, if thou canft. 
How the furvivor of i race cxtindl 
Should view the ravager^ and the deftroyer. 
That laid her country wafle, and fwept her people ' 
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From the fair face of earth. — My countenance 
Retains the fad imprefHon, which thy deeds 
Haye deeply printed ; and my lonely pray'rs 
Id mediation for the fpirits rife 
Of thofe whom thou hail butcher'd. 
. ^Ibin. Ceafe Rofmunda, 
Left boiling wrath (hould overwhelm my lore.— 
Thyfather fleeps in peace. — The Gepids, 
Who drew their fwords againft me, are at reft. 
So deep and reft thy woes — What 1 have done 
Is paft. — I haply now fhould bear myftlf 
In diff 'rent gaife ; for I have Iearn*d to value 
The gentle arts of peace, and feel the fweets 
Of foft relentings, and domefUc joys. 

Rof, Would thou hadfl known them fooner ! 
jllbin. By peaceful offerings would I expiate 
The pangs I made thee fuffer, but thy heart 
Is like the rock, obdurate. 

Rof, Like the rock. 
The flinty parent of perennial fprings, / 

It (hall fupply the never-failing fourc» 
Of grief and chili dcfpair. 

Mm. Thou art unjuft. — 
Have I employ'd the tone of ftern command. 
Or croft thy plcafurcs ? — No, my wakeful cares. 
Oft, when thou (lepft, have worn the night away 
In fchemes to pleafe thee. — Leave thy pious rites, 
And fruitlefs oraifons for parted (hades, 
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And let me woo thee like a Tir^in bride. 
Be this our nuptial day* 

Rof, From death s dark hoofe 
Call up my fire, and I will praiie thy care ; 
Be that thy nuptial prcfent to thy bride. 
Make me forget I am a wretched captive 
Bereft of earthly joy, and hope, tad peace. 
By thy fell hand, and I will praife thy lore. 

Alhin, Tempt not my fiery nature-— I have borne 
Thy fharp reproaches, tho' like barbed points 
They rankle in my bofom ; but beware ; 
Attire thy face in fmtles, and meet my love. 
And deck thy foul in bridal ornaments, 
Complacency and joy ; left my fierce wrath 
Awake, to curfe thee with a cruelty. 
More ftudied than my kindnefs. Loiw for thee 
Hath footh'd my rugged nature to a foftnds 
Moft ftrangc and alien ; that with wonder ftmck 
I contemplate myfelf ; that love extinct. 
Tremble at what may follow. My warm foul 
Cannot be neuter ; it muftlove or hate. 
Between them chufe, and take th' according boon. 

[£xi/ Albinus. 

Rof, Oh give me death, and 1 will call thee kind, 
But Conrade comes ; his overweening pride 
And fiery difcontent, by apt incitement. 
May work for my revenge. — Moft welcome Conrade. 
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SCENE IL 

RosMUNDA and Comrade. 

Con. Wherein may the defpis'd and worthleTit Conrade, 
A wrttch moft abjeft, fo my fovereign deems, 
Whofe fentence none gainfay, deferve the founds * 
Of gracious kindnefs, or th' enliir'fiing glance 
Of favour from his queen ? 

Rof. Thy valour, Conrade, 
Exceeds all praife ; and I have wondered oft. 
That thy reward hath fall'n fo (hort, compar'd 
With thy deferving ; — but 'tis ftill the lot 
Of modeft worth, and plain humility ; 
And (liken gilded infects eat the grain, 
The veteran's fword hath reap'd.-^Some would repine, — 
But time hath reconciled thee to negleft. 
And thou canft bear it with a faintly patience. 

Con, I may not boaft the monki/h virtues mine, 
Forbearance meek, and dull humility ; 
Nor have I fchool'd myfelf, to grow familiar 
With wrongs and contumelies, or to crouch 
And kneel fubmiffive, like the patient camel. 
To court oppreflion. 

Rof, Umbria's mighty chief 
Grateful will own, thy meekly gen'rou^ fou) 
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CoDtemns diftin^ion, and in modeft fileoce 
Retires from view, coDfinring with thy king 
To give inferiors place. 

Con. Oh fpare thy taunts. — 
Efteem me not the tame and paffive thing 
Spurn'd witli impunity. — Haply Albinus 
Forgets his tutor io the trade of war ; 
Or thinks the fword, which trac'd his path to glory. 
Sleeps in the fcabbard ; — he may yet be uught 
A diflF'rcnt Icflbn ; tho' his fubtle minions 5 — 
Fcraldus, and Aftolpho were oppos'd. — 
Feraldus, — Umbria's chief, — my patience praife ! 
Oh he fhall know ! — before his partial lord> — 
Ev'n to his beard will I proclaim myfelf 
His. better in the field.-^With voice more juft. 
The world might praife thy patidnce. — Thou haft fccn 
Thy father butcher'd ; yet, in wedded union, 
Liv'ft with his murderer ; tho* ev'ry plain 
With poifon teems, and earth's dark womb with ftecL 
Canft fmile befide him at the feafl, and quaflf 
The racy vintage ; — from what bowl ? — And join 
In triumph o'er thy (ire. 

Rof. Detefted thought ! 
No, I would fooncr Jance thefe purple veins ; 
And, flrcaming hot, drink the dire beverage. — 
What triumph o'pr my fire ! 

Con. Thou knowft that bowl, 
Treafur'd with care, prc^uc'd at folemn feafts. 



An human fkull, which golden clafps furronody ' 
And golden boHes deck. 

Rof. I know it well. — 
And le^rn'd, this goblet fa^age witnefs bears 
Of triumph o'er a foe, wbofe name Albinus 
With ftudied care conceals ; and certain 'tis. 
That with ftrange agonies, and horror chill'd> 
I new the dreadful vafe. 

Coji. And yet thy lips 
Have touch'd the fatal margin, and from thence 
The grape's red juice imbib'd. 

Rof. By threats compell'd, 
Once, and but once, with trembling hand I bore 
This hateful veflel to my quivVing lip, 
7*hou knowft the time. — Oh, what convulfions (hook 
My lab'ring frame ! — what inward horror feiz'd 
My agonizing foul ! 

Con. Thou knowfl not then, 
Whofc headlefs trunk to favage triumph gave 
That horrid trophy^? 

Rof. Oh moft fure I do not. — 
But oft have thought fome myflery lay couch'd 
Beneath Albinus' words ; — for drink, he faid. 
And revel with thy father. 

Con. And, full well— 
The truth accorded. — 'Tis thy father's fkull. 

Rof. Moft execrable truth !— Curft be this hand 
"jThat bore the fatal chalice to my lips I 
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And curft the lips that touched it ! — Oh thott hell-houBd ! 
InTcntiTe in thy cruelty, to join me 
In partnerfhip of blood, in parricide ! 
Oh vengeance, vengeance ! — henceforth, right and wrongs 
Virtue and vice, and good and ill^ to me 
Be all indifferent ; and one only thought. 
One ruling principle inform my foul. 
Revenge, revenge! 
• Con. I too have what may roufe 
Defire of vengeance. My paft ferviccs 
With fhame andfcorn repaid. Evn now* Alhtnus, 
With taunts and contumely chac'd me from him. 

Rof. Agreed in thoughts, let us combine in ad. 
My largefFes and kindnefs to the foldiers 
Have undermin'd this haughty con^eror ; 
And (hould a great att^nipi, and valiant head. 
Awake their fpirits, hands -will not be wanting. 
But break we off, for hafly fleps refound 
Along the marble pavement—At a time 
Of greater privacy, we may rcfume , 

The theme of this hour's convcrfe. — So ferewcU. 

[Exii Cohrade. 



SCENE HI. 
KoiMijfkDA dni Bdvtiitjs. 

Rof. Oh moft rever'd, iat thou haft fctr'd itjd lot'd 
My hooour'd fire, whcthtf the wifling f^ord 
Spar'd thee in love or hate, thou only remuaat 
Of mj poor country meu, what cahft thou bring 
To cheet th' unvaried gloom ?— Haft thou iffay*d 
To bend Aftolpho's virtue ? 

Bovin. Let us learn 
The redgnation fuited to ouf ftate ; 
A bitter leflbn ; but captivity 
Is a ftem pedagogue, and wrfl enftircd 
SubmifEon to his preee|rts. f'rorti Aftolpho 
V^hat canft thou hope? Devoted to his lord. 
The vengeful murmurs of thy fierce defpair 
Are regiftef 'd trith hiffi, aiid, annfplrft'd, 
Albinus heart ^em. 

Rof. No, thou little knowft 
Aftolpho's noblenefs : that mounting foul 
Would rife aloft where empire (its enthroned. 
And feize her for his own ; but gtatitudc 
And loyalty, and a yet meaner motive, 
A tricing gew-gaw form, a ilnpling's toy. 
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PrepondVate more in youthfol paffion's fcale, 
Tlian glory's folid charms. But my commands 
Have ftrongly interpos'd between his wifl^ 
And this alluring bait. 

Bovin. Somewhat I learnM 
With diis furmife according, from logulphus, 
' To you devoted much, but to himfelf 
Still more, as is the fpirit of his order. 
In fine, he urged me to procure fome moments 
Of private audience. 

Rof. Be it. — Much may grow 
From what he can impart. I know him apt [Exit Bovio«s» 
For every mifchief, meddling and officious. 
Yet fpecious in his feeming, watchful ftill 
With art to win fome profit to hiiofelf ; 
And from my largeHes, by pity giv'n 
To feed and clothe the wretched, flill fome part 
With him remains to flake the thirft of gold. 

SCENE IV. 

RosMUNDA oit^BoviNUS Introducing Ihgvi.vh\3%^ 

InguL May bleflings like the dew of Hermon faH 
On that fair head ! Oh, good as beautiful. 
The widow's bleffing and the orphan's prayV, 
Like morning incenfe from the ceafer wreath'd. 
Are offer 'd for thee. May the peace of heav'a 
Reft on thy fpirit hourly. 



Rof. Whither tends 
This wordy prologue ? I was told thou (bughtft 
My private ear. Say, does the (inking wretch 
Extend his hands to me a feeble day ? 
I hold myfelf the fervant of diftrefs ; 
Sole purpofe of my being ; and fole joy 
I prove, when haply, with a lenient hand, 
I wipe fome tearful eye. 

Ingu!> Moil gracious lady 
To thee I am devoted ; truft me therefore, 
When, by mine order and my fan6Hty, 
I do protcft mine innocence —Enforced 
By ftrong and inftant mandate of thy lord. 
Perchance I have offended, by an ad 
That countervails thy wifhes. 

Rof, Do not mock me; 
Thou ow'ft me not obedience. I m3rfelf, 
A wretched captive in the mafs of (laves. 
Bow with implicit awe. — I am fo curft. 
The tongue of mortals or the wi(h of fiends 
Can hardly add a pang. — If thou haft done 
Aught' that may wound my fpirit, freely fpeak^ 
For, adding to my grief, thou doft fulfil 
The will of heav'n 

InguL Commanded by the king, 
A mandate )oin'd with urgent menaces 
Of banifhmcnt, or worfe, (hould I refiife. 
This very mom, I jola'd in nuptial bands 
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Aflolpbo to thy maiden Adelaide. 

Rof. Why this is right-^FarcwcU the only hope 
My mifery had left !— I thank thee, friar ;— 
Thou hafl pcrform'd thy fiin^ions ; 'tis moft meet 
The king (hoiild be obey'd.i-Hcnceforth, aroid 
My prefence.— Thou haft done the only a^. 
In the vaft range of human potencyi 
That could augment my forrow. 

InguL 111 betide 
The hour 1 join'd their hands \ Now, by my hoUdam, 
I knew not that the bufinefs came fo dear 
Thy heart ; or I had gone from Lombardy, 
A willing exile, ere I had pronounc'd 
Their nuptial office. — Twere in me prefumption. 
To afk how thefe united wound your peace \ 
But if you wifh to hold them feparate, 
'Tis in your pow'r, and obvious are the means* 

Rof, There's mufic in the found I-Separ^te I — Howl When? 

Ingvl, For fome fmall fpace, in Clent privacy. 
They mean, as I could gather from their words^ 
To hide their nuptials. — Whether coy refcrve. 
Or bafhful diffidence, in Adelaide, 
Shrinks from the public gaze, — or haply fear 
Of your refentment, may infpire the thought. 
But fo they have determined. She remaicM» 
An inmate of the palace, flill on you 
Attendant in her place \ with amVous ftealth 
He claims a hufband's rights, ai^d to her chamber— 
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Rof. Thy grofs imagination with delight 
Dwells on the wanton tale. What canit thou build 
Of good or happy change, that may befriend 
My ftate forlorn, on the vain fantades 
Of thefe young lovers I 

In^vl. Hear me, royal lady*— 
My loving fifter o*er an houfe prefides 
Of Benedidine nuns ; on Adda's bank 
Reclufe it ftands : when evening fpreads her veil. 
Thither may Adelaide be borne. — My fifter. 
Obedient to your wifhes, will" receive her. 
There, undifcover'd, fhe may bide, fequefter'd 
From the fight or fpeech of her new- wedded lord. 

Rof. Oh how I love the lips that utter founds 
So welcome to my heart f — Sure infj)iration 
Dwells in thy breaft. Thou haft unlocked die wells 
For which I thirfted, and my foul (hall drink 
The copious draught — *Tis here — oh glorious guilt ! [^ft&. 
To reach a tyrant, — Adelaide remov'd, 
Supply her place. — I have thee in my toils ! 
The filent gloom of night precludes detedion.-— 
Yes, good Aftolpho, vaunt thy loyalty. 
And ftubborn virtue ; thou fiialt be my fiave. 

Bovtn. What virtue dwells in words that only point 
At means to fever, for fome little fpace, 
Thefe youthful lovers ? For, of this be fure. 
Nor force nor artifice will long conceal 
The captive Adelaide. 
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Rof, No loojg coocealroent 
My puipofes demand.— -Seek not to knov» 
Wherefore I wi(h to hide this beauteous bauble 
In the clofe caflcet of a convent's wall ; 
But learn my will, and fee it be performed. 
Hade thou, Ingulphus, and prepare thy fiAer ; 
And thouy with Herroenfrid and Agilolf, \tQ Borioiuu 

Bear hence the virgin matron, foon as (hades 
Of night prevail ; keep her from fpeech of all. 

Ingul, Note you her looks, Bovinus ? — On her cheek, 
A hed^ic flufhing rifes and retires. \afert. 

Rof, That bowl, that bowl ! — Monfter of cruelty ! 
But thou (halt feel me yet. Oh were Aftolpho 
Pledg'd to my purpofes. [5^* 

Bovin* I've mark'd her eye : 
Joy, long a ftranger, hath re^um'd, to fill C^tf^* 

The (hining orb ; but 'tis, a (ickly joy, 
Malignant ; not the clear and tender light 
Of inward peace and gay fcftivity. 

Rof, Why do ye mutter thus, with ftealthy looks 
Of terror cail on me, as I were grown 
Portentous in your (ight ? You know my will. 

In^uL Pardon us, royal lady, we are gone ; 
And count your bidding, in our zealous duty, 
Already done. [j^xftiii/ Ingulpbus«fi J Bovinus. 
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SCENE. V. 

RosMUNDA alone. 

Ro/i NoW|let the chaos of confliding thoughts 
Unfold the fair creation of fome g&f 
That (hall ennoble a weak woman's hand. 
Now (hall I reach thee, circled by thy friendsy 
Luird in the lap of vain fecurity. 
Paufe here, Rofmunda, weigh the dreadful price 
Of thy fell piety ; look down and ponder 
The dark abyfs before thee.-— — 'Tis no roiitter-*^ 
My father's (hade, poor troubled fpirit, walks 
The midnight hour,— »and (hall I not revenge i 
His bleeding mangled trunk for ever lies 
Before my feet, and (hall I not revenge ? 
Albinus' horrid form, full in my view. 
For ever holds his head diftilling gore. 
And (hall I not revenge ? — Thefe guilty arms. 
Parricide that I am, in wanton folds. 
His murderer cla(ped, — and (hall I not revenge ? 
I willy I willy — Let future times, that hear 
My wrongs and my defpair, forgive the means. 

SCENE VI. 

RoSMUNDA ^^ AlBINUS. 

M. Belhrew my heart, Rofmunda, 1 am griev'd 
I d^id thcp all fo roughly. — Well thou knowft 
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My fiery nature cannot brook reproacby 

And (houldfl not urge ine ; but, I pray, let peace 

Prevail between us. — More than life and health. 

And glory, dearer far than beakh and Kfe» 

I prize thy chani^t. lYh^^'^r ^J kingdom holds. 

Of rare and precious, at thy fistt i'tt caft. 

To buy a fraile. 

Rof. My wifhei are confin'd 
Within thy bofom, and from thee alone 
Content aud joy I fe^k. 

M. Bleft be the tongue 
That utters founds fit kiiid.-^Ne'er till thia hour 
Felt 1 fuch tranlport. 

Rof. If ray words delight thee. 
Thou (halt hereafter find my d€ed{aaccoc4.'' 
With their juft import, 

jilb. Wilt thou fpeak thy wifli I 

Rof. Thy heart and foul alone. 

M. A fair replyi 
My heart dilates with pleafure. My fi^Ke ipiAd 
Is melted down to fofvnefs fei^iajju^ ; 
And I could weep for joy. — Qh, v(«e mypoVr- 
But equal to my wi(b> thou fhouUft fiivpi^i 
Thy fcx in happincfs. 

Rof. 'Tisin thypow'r ' ^ 
To give me full conteutmcnt. 

M Speak the means. 
My foul is all on fire to fee thee happy. 

Rof. Thou ihalt hereafter learn wKat welcome means 
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Serves for th' atuinment« 

M. In thine eyes I mark, 
Tranfported mark, the lambent light of joy ; 
A fmile unwonted dwells upon thy cheek» 
Where forrow fix'd her throne ? What happy caufe 
Hath wrought this change ? 

Rof, '1 he profpeft of delight 
And full completion of my wifh in thee. » 

My foul is rapt ; and evVy thought and care 
Dwells on Albinus. 

jilb. Let me hold thee thus. 
And flrain thee to my heart. Oh what a charm 

[mhradng her. 
Does kindnefs add to the mod perfect beauty f 
Long have I mourn'd,, that while my love poflefs'd 
Thy perfect form, thy foul was alienate. 
Now come ; the banquet waits ; — the minftrel's hand* 
With magic cunning, plunges on the^ chords 
To catch the foul of mufic ; but, nor feaft,. ' 
Nor tuneful witchery of harp and fong. 
Can charm me, like thy voice. Nay, come my love. 

Rof. 1 11 follow thee. anon. — But I am bufied 
In preparations for thine entertainment ;, 
I mean a banquet worthy of a king 
And royal vifiunts, where thou (halt meet 
An unexpefted guefl; ; with anxious care, 
I labour to prepare it.— Yet, one boon— 



Nay thou muft not refufe me. Be this ni^ht 
Wholly my own, from interruption free. 
To take a long farewell of pious rites. 
Paid nightly for the reft of parted fouls. 

Alb, I can refufe thee nothing. — Thou (halt reign 
This night» and every night thro' future time» 
Queen of thyfclf and me. Yet why impair 
Thy beauties with the damp and chilling breath 
Of mouldy cloifters ? And confume the hours. 
That love and pleafure for their own demand. 
In bigot forms and vain obfenrances, ^ 

That profit not the dead and injure thee ? 
Adieu my love* 

^Exk Albinust 

Rof, How (ick'ningto the heart. 
Sounds of endearment from an hateful tongue ! 
That bowl that bowl, my murder'd father's (kull ! 
Can it be poilible ? And could thefe eyes 
Behold, and know it not ?— -A daughter's hand 
Raife it to meet her lips, and no kind warning 
Within her foul arife ? — O vengeance, vengeance ! 
Father be near, a monitor, unfeen ; 
Suflain my fpirit; let it not recoil 
In woman's weak relentings, from the ta(k 
Of fignal vengeance, which my matchlefs wrongs 
Demand and juftify. — My prayer is heard.— 
I feel thee here. — O might I quaff his blood, 
The tyrant's blood, from that dctcftcd bowl. 

[Esdt Rofmunda. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

An apartment m the palace of AhMinut. 

AsTOLPHO /ohs. 

OH ble/Ted orb, that rollft ferene and clear 

cr this accurfed head, what direful change 

Hath thy (hort abfence wrought ! — Adult^rer^ traitor ! 
Sure 'tis illufion all, and I may hope 
To wake for innocence and Adelaide. — 
Adult'rer, traitor! — O, my Adelaide, 

1 thought thee mine, and to my bofbm clafjp*d 
Perdition.*— Idol of thefe doating eyes— 
Deferted — racked with agonizing doubt I 

Where didft thou range the monfter-breeding gloom. 
While I — clofe memory, clofe the fccne ! What 1 have 
I dare not think ; — but fure, thou art at reft ; 
Thy death alone wants to the confummation 
Of guilt unparallel'd — My royal lord. 
Next after Adelaide, dear to my foul. 
Beneficent and noble, could not fate 
Chufe other inftrument to work thy wrong ? 
What dreadful choice of evils ! — Sin on fin. 
Perdition on perdition. — ^Yet n^y heart. 
My heart, fliall yet be fpotlefs.— To the king- 
Sure confequence, I know my death enfues,— 
And can I wifli for life ?— Not thou alooei— 
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No thou muft doom that beauteous fatal thiog— 
Tho' guilty as (he is her charms and forrows 
Cling round thy heart — Oh fee her lovely 'frame 
By fome ftrangc wrtorc mangled. — Be it — all her fcx 
Shall peri(h, rather than my fouIperCft 
Id deadly guilt. 

SCENE ir. 

AsTOLPHO and Rosmunda, 

Rof. Stay ; — whither wouWft thod fty» 
Licentious paramour, whofe daring (ii). W 

Hath fhar'd thy nK>oarch*s bed ? 

AJlol. Doft thou upbraid me \ — Ok thou forcesefiy. 
Thou haft fo complicated crime with crime. 
One ftep advanc-d, I nev^c caa returiu 

Rof, My wrongs miparaUd'dcrjoat foe bLood,, ^ 
With never ceafing clafnours ; blood fxur blood ! 
Nay, fhrink not back»^ nor ftruggle to gjet free ; 
Thou knowfl, by what Pvedone, what I date da. 

j^ioL Yes, let me perifli, ib my fblc perdition 
May fate thy malice ; but it will not fenK. 
My beauteous Adekidi, — I fee the. murd'cefc 
Glare in thine eye-balls. -^Lo ,, with fiearM cries. 
Vultures are hov'ring in the air around thec^ 
And fcent the fleams of bloed. Where hail thou hid' 
Her mangled corfe ? — tfthoahalb murder'd her, 
Thofe pleading charms,, thofc gracei^that wpuld umpt 
The hoary hermit to forego his maker, 
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Shall on the (cafToM perifh. — If (he lire, 
To pay my fccrccy, difcover inftant. — 
Say. — 

Rof. Be thou patient, — Know that Adelaide,— 
Wife thou no more muft call her, lives in fafety ! 
Let that fuffice thy love. — Thou raayft not know 
Whither fhe is conveyed, or cherifh hope 
Of ever meeting more. Thou muft devote 
Thine heart and arm to me. 

JJiol Firft,perifhboth!— 
Ill to the king.il 

Rof. Think not I wifh to live 
After revenge obuin*d. — I fee the goal — 
Ev*n now, methinks, I reach it. — But forbear 
To menace or repine — Thine Adelaide, 
With ftudied anguifh, exquifite, fhall end 
Her miferable days, if thy rafh tongue 
Divulge our myft'ry.— Think not I had dar'd 
This doubtful a^, for pleafure to myfelf — 
Albinus perifhes. — I do not blufli ; 
For ends exalt the means : — 'twas piety, 
Juft fenfe of honour, and refentment, due 
To brutal violation, that infpir'd 
The deed of the paft night — No light defirei 
With the t>ure motives mingled 

JJIoL Aw^Yf thou fiend ! 
I fcorn thy power ; death has no frowns for mc. 

Rof, Not we alone (hall perifh ; — wretched things 
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Overwhelmed with guilt,— but Hie, the youngy and fairi 

And innocent.— I will to her transfer 

My hate againft the tyrant, and believe 

I pierce liis heart, when thefe yindidtiye hands 

Mangle that idol form, with thoufand wounds. 

Then ev*ry atom, quiv'ring in the pangs 

Of multiply'd infli^on, (hallaccufe 

Thine unrelenting fouT. 

jIftoL And muft I plunge 
Thefe hands in blood ? — Aflail the facred life ^ 
Gif'n to my charge ?— My king. — Oh never, nefcrf— 

Rof, Then, mark th' alternative ; think whom thy voice 

To torture dooms. Again, I warn thee, think. 

Think, on thine Adelaide ; for I have fworn. 

Albinus bleeds, or Adelaide, with tortures. 

Elaborate, fhall perifh. — Inftant fay. 

Wilt thou comply ? — Th' eventful moments prefs. — 

Still doubtful ?— I am gone — and Adelaide — [^owi/« 

JfioL And Adelaide,^-o can I bear the thought ? — 
Thou vengeful fpirit, fwear that (he is fafe, 
And to thy fatal aims, with fov'reign fway. 
My being and my faculties devote. 

Rof. I've founded Conrade, thou wilt find him apt. 
The fubje<5l of our converfe hath taVn root 
Deep in bis foul, — He comes with Wring brow. 
Thine are the keys of all the paflTages 
That from the poftern lead, — Thou knowft my meaning. 
Awhile I leave thee. Thbk on Adelaide ; 
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^od look 1 find thecf faithful to my vengeance^ 
Or — Conrade is neceflary to the work ; 
Ch^ifhi and mould him to our purpofes. 



SCENE III. 

AsTOLPHO alone. 

Conrade is neceiTary' to the work \ 
What work ? Wnat work ? — ^I am devoted, fold- 
No place for penitence, for pardon none — 
None, none I — My Adelaide, that angel form. 
That angel miod forbids.— Why, why is this I 
An angel pure, confederate with the fiends, 
Unconfcious too, to plunge a wretched foul 
Where mercy (hall not find me ! Can I then. 
My Adelaide, my angel,— can I doom thee 
To— never, never! — here ends all debate. 



SCENE. IV. 

Comrade and Astolpho. 

JfttJ. Conrade, I have obferv'd of late thou holdft me 
At an unfriendly diftance.— Why is this ? 
As far as my poor voice bad weight or influence. 



[ExU. 
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I ftill have (poke thee a diftinguifh'd folditr 
. In the fird rank. 

Con. 'Tis true — I cannot flatter | — 
I hate the gilded vermin of a court, 
Hatch'd by the beaming fun of royalty, 
That fwarm in clouds before their fovVeign's eyc^. 
And fo obftrud his fight, he cannot chufe 
The worthy from the herd. 

jf/loi. Oft have I mourn<l 
That fomc malignant demon (hould disjoiii 
Hearts made to meet and love. 

Con. The common language 
And thriving cheat of courts ; with vague profdEoo^ 
And glozingfpeeches giv*n to all alike 
To win regard, tongue foreign from the heart. 
With (imple men, that words and deeds coofouady 
Miftaking the ftale harlot blandifhment 
Of proftituted lips, for ceruin proof 
Of holyfriendfhip. — Go to, I have found thee. 
And know thee well. 

jf/loL Thou haft not found me, Conrade,— 
1 feel as thou doft. — Villain, lying villain I — [,a/!de, 

What do I fay ? — And, couldfl thou trace a path. 
Where honour might combine to raife thee high 
As thy defcrts might challenge, noble Conrade, 
1 hou fhouldfl not find me tardy. 

Con. I will prove 
Whether thou art a thing composed 6f words. 
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Or what thou doft profefs* a fiie»d indeed. 

Such only I efieem whofe fword, whofe counfelt, 

Wbofe ready Hfe, are to the man devoted 

Whom he calls friend. — Thou knowft the king has wroog'd 

me:— — 
Wroog'd me to death. — Should I feek reparation 
From what alone is mine, — a foldier's fword, — 
Say, wouldft thou follow me ? — Nay, if thy heart 
Inclines thee, — ^get thee to thy lord ; reveal 
What I have faid-r-'twill buy for thee promotion. 
Nay fcruple not, &r I am in the wane. 
Thou in the fpring and promife of thy youth. 
The minion of thy mafter, and thy hopes 
Flow in a tide as vigorous as thy blood.—- 
Why doft thou hefiute ? 

jffiol. Moft wretched ti;aitory Z^fide. 

Caught in the ftygi^n web. Now hear and wonder ; 
For know this arm fhall aid thee in thy fcheraes. 

Con. Heard I aright ? — Shall aid me in my fchemes i 
Thine artifice is grofs. — Fie, it fmells rank. 
Think not to fool me with fuch (hallow craft. 
Where is that loyalty, with wordy zeal. 
But yefter morn profcft ? 

jffioi.^ I well remember, 
And fpoke moft truly then ; but a few hours 
Have wonders wrought, and fo transformed my foul. 
That I am pledg'd and fwom to kill my king. 
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Who loves and hooours me. — ^Nay, (tiJtt not back, 
Knowy 1 have left an hoftage for performancei 
More worth than worlds ; my bride, my Adelaide. 
Say, wilt thou truft me yet ? 

Cott. Come, let me clafp thee.— 
Oh gen'rous ydath, I love thee with a love 
Beyond the love of woman. Know a fcheme 
Of hopeful vengeance offers.^ Souls there are» 
Whofe wants and wrongs, unmerited like mine, 
Have giv'n an edge and temper to their fwords, 
That to the quick may bite a haughty tyrant 

JftoL Inquire not wherefore, but I 4m full apt 
For any fcheme of blood thou canft fuggeft. 
Who are partakers in thine enterprife ? 

Con, The fiery Raymond, Agilolf, and Ranchild, 
With hoary Hermenfrid, Odo, and Lothaire, 
Helmichis, Theophil — 

JfioL It is enough. 
Enrol me in your band.— When do you meet ? 

Con. The midnight hour, in yonder grove of poplan. 
Convenes our trufly conclave ; and this night 
Matures our great attempt, decides the time, 
Place, preparation, and all circamftance. 

yffioL I'm pledg'd. — But break we off, for lo the king. 
This key commands the poflern, and from thence 
A vaulted pafTage winds to his apartment. 

Con. Farewell,- remember midnight; I muft hence. 
His fjght is poifon to me. [£x//. 
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8 C E N B V; 

AtTOLPHO, alone. 

CaptiTC foul 1-^ 

Now look to heaTcn^ iatoke maroiog pace:«<^ 

Now beat thy wingt^—Aoothtr limtd ^wig 

Shall hold thee dowq, and cfibm all a^ ma | ' 

That key confirms my guilt bcyoild WilL 

SCENE VI. 

AtTOLFHO and Albinus. 

^f/. He turns to me benignant ; in his eyt 
Unufual pleafure beams.^l feci his look^. 
Here, here, they fling me — Unfuipiciom fiAio^ ^ 
Fate hoTers round thee. 

M. Joy to thee, Aftolpho, 
How fares thy lovely bride ? 1 long to grcH llfr« 
And plunder from thy treafur'd hoard of fwtttf. 
One gentle kifs.—- How £ires thine Adelaide ? 

jiftol At fuits htr circumiUBC9» my gradovi loff<4f-r- 
I have no bride, no Adelaide. — Oh, tortart 1 C^Ak 

M. Why, thou art fad ; but fuch excefs of joy» . 
As thou muft fed, fo overwhelms the fou], 
It ukes the (b^pe of grief.— Ourfelf have prpv'd 
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Exceft of gladnefsy for oar queen is kincL 
When didft thou fee her laft ? 
* jiJM. Er'n now my lord ; 
And (he was bent on eameft preparation. 

AB. I know it well. — She gi? es a folenin feaft 
In honour of our nuptials. — From the palace» 
Laft night, by my permiffion, (he was abfent ; 
Reludant, I indulgM her. — In thecloifters» 
She pail the hours in holy offices. 
And grateful onufons to ev'ry £unt, 
Whofe interceifion at the throne of grace 
Has made connubial love and fmiliog hope 
To flourifh fair between us. 

Jfi(J. Oh laft night! 
Seafon of horrors ! C^^* 

M. Shall we not, Aftolpho, 
Be truly happy now i 

JftoL My royal lord 
Deferves a happinefsj as great and fignal. 
As are his power &nd place. Pardon, my lord \ 
My duty claims attendance at the ciudel. 
Hold, burfting heart.— I cannot bear his eye. {jofide. 

M, Aftolpho, I am on a journey bent ; 
And ihall not (bon return. 

AJhL Oh, 'tis moft true, — 
A long and dreadful journey ! [^^» 

AW. And on thee 
Devolves the care of needful preparation. 
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I am already bafied in the meaas [a/Ut,. 

n thy departure. — Let me fly, 

cute thy bidding. tf^* 

Yd a moment — t^ . 

n a circuit thro' our Lombard/^ 

the hand of rapine, and confirm 

our now pofl*effiont» equal rule» 

«r ordinances.-— I was known, 

life, the blood-ftain'd conqueror, ' • ; 

nd opprefllve ; but my days to come 

diibinguifli'd by the peaceful arts 

e of jufUce. — Seek the gloomy Connde, 

. attend us ; I have been to blame ; ^ 

« 
foldier, and a foldier's worth 

oefttmable. — I have fcom'd him, 

: his merit withering in the (hade 

;ence obfcure ; but future kindnefs 

id negled redeem. 

. Accomplifh'd traitor f E^^* 

rds are daggers, daggers, here ! — They double 

ne, and in my pangs anticipate 

om of future guilt. 

Tliou dofl not mark me ; — 

an pardon thee. Thine Adelaide 

thy Ibul, and fenfes, thou art fnatch'd 

bings extern, in vifions of delight. 

sen fhall with us ; my fond foul is rapt, 

weHs in her fidr bofom ; and my heart 
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Vijpiiei to her foft toicoi to4 ^^dk vocIimM 
In her bright trefles, like the flatt'rm| bird, 
Encag'd in golden wires. — While bounteoot liety'a 
Affords me being, nerer from my fide 
May (he depart. 

jffiol, 'Tis ev'n unto thy wiih. 
For thou (halt find, while hear'a Wferds dUBcliekig^*-*^ 
How (hort a fpace ! — Rofmuoda ^MiU be Mar^ [tfidt. 

With wakeful diligence. 

M. I know it welk— » 
Ha(l:e with me to the queen, we wjM. debate 
What needful preparation and attendande 
Our purposed journey a(ks ; fmali ftatc wiUierrei 
Where memory and renown of noble deedt. 
And warm affe^on of his peo^e roood, 
Compofe the monarches g«iard,-*-and daily odi 
Of jufUce, mercy, and beneficence 
Proclaim his royal prefence, — as the beasB 
Of gonial and inTigorating heat % 
Announce ^c glorious xuler of the day. 
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SCENE VIL 

Changes to another part of the Palace. 

Enter RosmvhdAi with Conradi. 

Rof, £f 'n to our wiih ;— ^Aftolpho joios your band. 

Con* If wc may truft profcffions . — Yet I f«#ur 
His milky naturcy and religigui fcruplc$ ^ 
He to whofe cars I have my fecret giT o — - 
But never (hall he his protediao feal 
In Conrade's blood ; this fword io his faife b^art 
Shall feek for my depofite, aod refume it. 

Rof. Thou doft him wrong. — My life upoo his truth.' 
Parly not with him. Words might thoughta awake 
That would unnerve his arm.-^^Let him not patt£e> 
Think, or deliberate ; hurry on the time 
That puts him to the proof. 

Con. TTiis very night. 

Rof. It (hall do well. To-night^ laxurious £eaft, 
With its attendant, vain ebricty, 
Among the guards, in place of jealous care. 
Will loofe diforder fprcad.-^Tbe gucfts retir'd^ 
With few attendants, and even thofe o'erpow Vd 
With deep and wine, Albinus wiU remain 
An eafy prey. Then, from th^ weftcm tow% 
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A fignal wanog tlirice» a Mazing torch, 
In?ites yoar iafe approach. 

Ctti. Webafebylot 
Affign'd the feveral ftations of oor baod. 
Old HertDeafirid, with Agilolf. poffefs 
The poftern gate ; Odo and Lothaire keep 
The viulted paffage, from Atbinas' chamber 
That to .the doifter and the oratory 
Winds intricate its circuit. Young Aftolpho, 
For never will I truft him from my view. 
Stout Helmichis, and Theophil ef&y , 
The grand attempt with me. My wrongs and Taloor 
May juftly claim pre-eminent to ftrike 
The crowning blow myfelf. — I have obtained 
Th' imporunt key, that thro' the poftem gate 
Admits our trufty band. 

Rof, Oh welcome, vengeance ! 
Long have 1 panted, in a thii£ty foil. 
Barren of comfort. — Copious draughts of blood 
Shall freely flow, to cherifh and revive 
A foul difeasM. Know, valiant friend, my care 
Hath for your fafety, and the fidl attainment 
Of my revenge provided. — 'Tis a caufe 
In which I could a martyr's pangs endure ; 
But, in th' attempt, to you fhall not betide — 
Go boldly on — perdition of a hair. 

Con, Care of my life, or what may chance hereafter, 
Hath never mix'd with my proud hopes of vengeance. 
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Rrf, What tho' hit ann» like tb« fell thunderfwft. 
Smites onccy to finite no more ; his trenchant blade^ 
I have fecur'd it fo within the (heath. 
Shall harmlefs deep, as charm'd by potent words 
Of forcery ; not all the ftrength of man 
Shall bid it flame on day ; then, in the moment 
Of ftrange difmay, and cruel difappointment. 
Strike ; — ^fearch the heart, plunge deep, and hide your weapons 
Within his haughty breaft. 

Con. There needed not 
This timid caution. — Death to my paft fame I 
Shall Conrade owe to night and artifice 
A coward conqueft o'er defencelefs foes ? 
Who, bread: oppos'd to breaft, and point to point. 
Might cope with 'vantage. — Be it. — 1 muft join 
Our trufty band ; for night, with hafty ftride. 
Advances on us. — From the weflern tow'r, 
The torch will gleam more welcome to our eyes. 
Than lo4e-ftar to the pilot. \Exii^ 

SCENE VIIL 

RosMUNDA, alone. 

Rof. O farewell!— 
Around thefe towers the prefcient ravens fail ; 
They call Albinus to the dreary plain 
Where vultures feaft their young. Now to th^ banquet. 
To pradife a new leflbn, and abhorr'd. 
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Of frand and bbsdiAmeQCt vkich firom my fiml 

Were ever aliea* — Miglky cooqienir* 

Go revel at the banquet, while thoa xnayft > 

Eojoy the light of h^eair'o wliilc yet 'lit thioe. ^ 

Yet fome few hours, and I fluUl biirft my boodf. 

£v'd now methinks I rife ia ibou^ elatc^ 

And triumph o'er my tynAt.^«-<Mig|!ity ihiogf 

Muft Ml finall ^ttoe be crowded ^-^^htit they nai!. 

Like the materials of the pent volcano^ 

And foon (hall burft in flame. — I come, Aibiooa^ 

My lord, my father's murderer, I cohk. {Eitk. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Jn aparfmsni in the paUee tf Albin vs. 

Aatolpno, fiJi^, 

EYE of the golden day, the purple weft 

Shall foon recei?e thee ; and the hand of night. 

Thy fliioing portals bar ; — ^tbeo what fell deeds 

The confcious ftars may view !— I launch from (hore» 

With murder at my fide, in treafon's bark. 

Thro' a deep fea of blood ; the boiling waves 

Swell fierce around me, and die rocks are nigh 

That threaten fhipwreck. — O this dreadfid wat 

Of agonizing |)affions ! — How the fiends 

Will drink the gore hot-fpoottng -from the heart ! 
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Soon (halt thou be eiapurpled in the ftretmsy 
Oh favage hand ! — And thoi^ my Jo? ore^n's gift. 
Depending now an fcarralefs ornamentt 
Shaltnrom my thigh awake, and flame ta piercey— - 
Yet wherefore ? — Adelaide, Rofmunda, King»<»- 
Chaos of warring moti ycs ,- -wfakh poiiiie 
Or which r^ed — how yield or kow refift !— ^ 
I am unequal to the dreadful weight 
Of my own confciouToefit, and aU too weak 
To meet or fliun my doom. — Forgive me tken^— 
One only way remain«<— My Adekide^ 
If I defert thee $ but we ibon fliall meet— - 
Thou wilt not fuffer long, and death alone 
Redeems me from this lot of guik and Aarne. 



SCENE 11. 

AsTOLPHo and Adelaide. 

Adeh My wedded lord, say tmx dear Aftolpho ; 
How much have 1 endur'd. [ JZr dr^ bufitford* 

AJioL Nay what art thou. 
Shrill as the widow'd bir4, that liome returning 
Fmds the neft cold— of ail tiie nur&lings reft I 

Add. Why did I £nd thus,— ^iigr weapon dcawn^ 
Pale as fome wretch^ who& iacrJl^giaBa hand 
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Hath flain the lord's anointed ? — ^Tii do matter,— 
Since I have found thee, I will only think 
Of love and pleafpre.— Yet laft night ! laft night !— 
Oh 'twas a night of horror f 

JftoL *Twas indeed, 
A night of tenfold horror, night accnrft f — 
Darknefs o'erfhadow me!— -Ye moontaiot, fidl I-— 
I cannot bear to fee this gniltlefs thing, 
That comes to blaft me in an angel's form I 

AJeL Wilt thou not fpeak to me ? — Thy faithfd heart 
Boands it not in thy bofom, as 'twould forth 
To meet and mix with mine ? — AfHi^ed mourner. 
Pallid and chili from ranging in the gloom 
Of the dank night, uncertain of my fate : 
Perhaps accufing.- — Yet thou knowft ray truth. 

jyiol. How fliall I fpcak ? — How call thee mine ? Event 
Moft ftrange and lamentable.— What a change 
The bours-of night and guilt ! — Thou doft not know 
Nor can my tongue explain. 

jidel. Mufing I fate. 
And wifhM thee near, and told the weary moments. 
And each appeared an hour. — With fudden burft 
The door flevf open ; I with tranfport rofe 
Expeaing thee, but, hateful fubftitute, 
n hat hoary monk Ingulphus, with a band 
Of fcowling ruffians, while I ftood aghail. 
Came round in fileoce.— From his loins the pricft 
Unloosed the cord, whofe mock humility 



Coofio'd his hair-cloihy and my htads he bound ; 
Then« left my cries (hbold famman aid> or vrak^ 
CompaffioBy with my veil they ckaM iqy mo^th. 
That fcarcely life remaio'd ; and in this ftate 
They fet me on a p^lfrey^ ^hofe fwift pace 
Soon reach'd a conyent. — An thoo faint my Iofc ? 
Still art thou fad and filent.— Knew I not 
Thy love and conftancy, I (hould iufpe^b 
This my return fo fudden were to thee 
Unwelcome alio. — Would thou wert at reft. 
Watching and fbrrow have impaired thine health. 
. Jfid. Oh wretch, wretch, wretch ! — ^Would we were both 

at reft Iqfide. 

Within the tomb ! Be confident my love, ' 
This heart is all thy own.— On with thy ftory,— 
Twill give fome truce to my fclf-warring thoughts, [afide* 

Adtl, My guides confign'd me to the holy abbefs, 
Sifter, it feems, of that falfe. mon)c Ingulphus ; 
But how unlike her brother ! — My iad plight 
And piteous tears fo wrought within the heart 
Of that good pious woman, ihe refolv'd 
To give me freedom ; nor content with that. 
She added kind and monitory hints 
Of danger from the queen in Pavia's court. 
Then with fleet palfreys and a faithful guide 
She furni(h*d me ; and, as a fure protedlioo 
From eyes or touch licentious, (he array'd me 
|n the fad vcftraents of an hallow'd fifter.— % 
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AU-boanteoQs hetr'ni A»d do I clafp my lidp 
My hufbandy my Aftolpho ? 

jfftoi. LooTe thine hold, — 
Thy touch it potfoo — ^ThoTe (oft fiiovy ha6df , 
I feel, I feel, them thrill, — they tear piy idk^ 
They burn my ritals — Tibrtte thro* my frame 
lofufferable.— -Wilt thou hang about me ?— 
Iwoaldnot hurt thee.-— Off then, break thole clafpi. 
Or thou (halt fee me bleed — and bleed thyfelf. 

Jdti. Now hcav'n ha?e mercy ! — Sorrow for the paft 
And tranfport at the prefent Co with joint 
Yet adTerfe tumult ha^ poffeft his thoughts^ 
ReafoB unequal to the fudden, (hockt 
Abounded faiU.^Look up, my Iotc, my huftand. 

JJol. Thy loTC !— Thy hufband I Execrable roondt f — 
No love, no hufband, for 'tis man that lofes— 
And man is hufband I — 1 am not a man ; — 
But fome ftrange fiend, fome moft portentous monfter ! ^> 
My name is traitor, yillain is my name !— 
LoT^ ! — Hufband ! — Fie, 6h fie !— Wilt thou hang on me ? 
Nay break, nay break, thofe clafps. I know thee noty 
For thou art goodnefs, thou art innocence, — 
.Off. off!— • 

jftUL Oh gracious heav'n, look down, with ptty. 
On my poor lo?c, recall his wand'ring thoughts, 
Difpcll the gloomy clouds that have o*erfhadow'd 
The noblefl, gentleft, mind.— Here reft thy head. 



AJIol. Oh Adelaide! 

jideh All gracious heav*n be bleft ! 
He'feems more calm. 

jfftoi. Oh pardoDy Adelaide.— 
Behold me proflrate ; groyeling at thy feet 
To fue for peace and pardon. {UaMng. 

j^del. Wherefore kneel ? 
What peace ? What pardon ? — Thou wert crer true. 
Kind, gentle, honourable. — Be thyfelf— 
Recall thy hurried thoughts, and (peak the words 
Of comfort to my foul. 

jifioL What comfort Adelaide ? 
It bides not in my foul, and from my tongue 
Such words may never How. — Thou muft firom hence. 
I am not worthy ev'n to breathe this air, . 
Which thy chafte lips inhale, left thou'fhouldft drink 
Pollution from my fins ; I am not worthy 
To tread on the fame earth, left it, refufe 
To bear my weight and gaping wide devour 
The fpotlefs with the guilty. — O my Adelaide.— 
Still this miftaken tongue would call thee mine,— 
It were not good for us, — it were not fafe. 
That thou (houldft here remain. 

^dd, I know it well,-.* 
Twas what I meant to urge. I know the queen. 
Sole author of my exile, will not tamely 
Brook my return. Each moment it a fnaiv. 
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4fioL Why fleeps thy lightniog, heaVn, while this corft head 
loTites its flafh ?*-0h woold I were difToIv'd 
To my firft elements, and fcatter'd wide 
In duft before the wind \ 

Jidel, We muft from hence,— 
I have a kiniman at Ravenna's court. 
Where brave Longieus, with the name of Exarch, 
Supreme dominion holds. 

JiftoL We muft from hence, — 
Fly hence. — Fly far away, — ^in qucft of peace. 
And refuge from the curfes, that beflege 
This fev'rifh vile cxiftence. 

AdeL Still his anfwers. 
Are wild and incoherent, and his eyes 
LowV with ungentle fire. \j^* 

AJlol O Adelaide, 
Hear me. — There is a journey, and a long one. 
Which we muft undertake.— 

AileL When thou art near 
No perils daunt my foul — But in thy words 
And downcift looks there dwells, I know not what» 
Unftay'd and fierce, unlike thy former mood 
And winning gracioufncfs that mark'd thee out 
The darling of mankind. — Why changed to me ? 
If I have anger'd thee by word or a<ft 
My tears (hall pay tl)' atonement. 

jlJloL Keep thy tears ; — 
AJis, they will be needed!— As thqu fayft. 



I am transform'd indeed ; but from what caofe 
T cannot (peak, nor is it meet thou know. 
Yet, thou wilt know too foon. 

AdeL What myftery 
Xiurks in thy words ? — Have the few gloomy hours. 
Since late we parted, been fo prodigal 
Of teeming mifchief ? Or the bufy fiends 
So provident of fin ? 

AJld. Oh, pity me I — 
I am the Terieft wretch, the blacked thing, — 
Yet, fpotlefs as thou art, thou haft a (hare. 
I fee thee ftruck with wonder ; — but if pity 
Dwells in thy bofom, importune me not. 
O (jparc my tortur'd foul ! —Yes, we will fly. 
Be fure of that ; and 1 am bufied now 
In earneft preparation. — I conjure thee. 
By the chafte name, and bitter memory. 
Of our pad lores. 



SCENE TIL 

Enier^ to ihem^ Rosmunda, attended by Ingulphus 
and BoviNUs. 

Ingid, Now, by mine holy order. 
It is moft ftrange.-^-I left her in the conyent 
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In watch and ward, and well immur'd around. 
I fee the fiend moft palpable. 

Rof, Bold minion, [jfo Adelaide. 

Doft thou prefume to mock thy foTereign's will ? 
But be it on thy head. 

AdeL Oh give me death !-; — 
Life is a weary load. 

Rof. Of that poor trifle, 
Thy bafe exiftence, we'll difpofe at Icifurc, 
As beft may fuit occafion.— Bear her hence, 
logulphus and Bovinus, to my chamber. 
I know what thou wouldft ur^^— but ope thy lipt, 

[10 AAolpho. 
Or move a hand, to thwart my fettled purpofe, 

^Arawt a ibggar* 
And thou (halt fee this iufant toy, this Adelaide, 

Fall breathlefs at thy feet. What, lifelefs all ?— 

Will ye not bear her hence ? 

AM, Wilt thou not fpeak ? Not e'en a laft farewell ? 
AJUL No, my foul breath wou'd with pollution taint 
Ev'n innocence like thine. 
' Rof, One fentence more, 
And Adelaide expires. — So, bear her hence. 
Avoid the prefence. 

[Exeunt Tngulphus and Bovinus tvitb Adelaide. 
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SCENE IV. 

RosMUMDA and Astolpho. 

Rof. Tell me now, Aftol{^o» 
How beats thy heart for our grett enterprife ?-^ 
Heave not thy breafl with fighs, for 'tis in vain. 

jyioL Moil cruel woman, wilt thou not nrleot ? \^lmebig. 
I clalp thy knees.— Behold my ftreoming team* 
Oh let me fly with Adelaide, 4hy fecrtit 
Shall reft fecurely here. 

Rof, For Adelaide, 
A worthlefs thing below my care, whofc mind 
Is on the llretch of anguiih and exertion, 
I flionld not hold her, were iht not the key 
And engine, which can wind and fet thy (JMil 
Obedient to my wi(h. 

jfftol. Our lives to come 
Would be embitter'd fo with recolledion 
Of things moft horrible, they were a boon 
Not worth accepunce.-**Ycs, my Adelaide, 
Yes, we will go together. 

Rof. Rather live. — 
Thou knowft not yet the trcafar'd ytart of 4ef« 
Referv'd for thee and Adelaide. — Sole beam 
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That viCta my dark foul, is hope of vengeance : 
Aid roy great purpofc ; let the tyrant's blood 
But flake my thirft, this univerfal globe 
Has nothing more to give, and I retire 
In death, or in a convent; but an option 
Between them is not worth a moment's thought. 
SuiHce it, I fliall leave thee unconfin'd, 
As ambient air, to love and Adelaide. 

jljloh Ev'n love and Adelaide were bought too dear 
With fuch gigantic (in. 

RqJ, As for the fin 
Be it upon my head ; the deed is mine : 
Both now and ever thou (halt fland abfolv'd. 
Let vengeance but forerun my doom, whatever. 
And 1 will welcome it.— Nay, look not down. — 
Say, art thou rul'd', or wilt thou difobey ? 
If on the latter thou art bent, behold — 
This, from thine arms, divorces Adelaide. [Jbews a ponyard 

jlJloL Command thy taik of infamy, of horror ; 
For thou hafl fearch'd my inmoft heart, and found 
Its fecret avenues and fandluaries. 

Rof. No matter — thou muft on.—- 1 have acquir'd 
Dominion o'er thy fate. I know my power. 

jIftoL I cannot raife my hand againft Albinus, 
So kind and bounteous. 

Rof. Speak of him again. 
And Adelaide, without redemption, dies. 
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AJtol. Let ine not think, but hurl me down th' abyfs ; 
That deeds may thoughts outrun, and leave no room 
For reafon or repentance. 

Rof. 'Tis enough. 
Repair to Conrade, and his bold aflbciates ; 
They are already leflbnM in the functions 
For each allotted. Midnight is the time. 
With fiedfaft ken the weftem turret mark* 
From thence a (ignal (hail announce the moment 
When all things are prepar'd. Meet me again. 
Having conferred with Conrade, at the banquet.-— 
His chamber, fcene of violation paft. 
Shall be the place. — But hark, redoubled founds 
Of hafty fteps are echoed thro' the vaults 
Of yon arcades. — Away ! — Remember midnight. 

[Exaaa feveraUy. 



SCENE V. 

Re-enter Ingulphus and Bovinus, yrom the bottom of the 
tf as In conference. 



InguL Moft true, Bovinus ; — were Albinus flain, 
Tho* verging as we are, to the dark night 
Of our difad'rous being, we might count 
Some bright aufpicious hours. Our queen would fill , 
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The yacaiit t2irDoev-*-Her iMibTe digoitf^ 
Her loog cfiimce, thodkiid giracioiis: adv 
To forrow's num'rous family, and chief^ 
Her bounty to the foldier, roix'd with words 
That charm refifUefs, win the general heart. 

Bovin. It well might fae^ with brave AAol^o^t^aid; 
Depriy'd of that, far dtff^reBt.--*Ffight and exile. 
But offer to deipondiog fancy *8 ken, 
Confuming want, or iernle bafe extftencd 
On flow precarious bounty. 

Iif^' Jufl diy fears— 
I know him well. — He wholly will defert^ 
Or half perform, the uik, and leave our queen. 
And us who join our humble deftinies 
With her imperial fates, and on her trunk. 
Take root, and grow, and ilourifh with her growth, 
Or perifli with her downfall, to receive 
The wages of our purposed guilt ; or pine 
The martyrs of a fearful confcioufuefs ; 
While he, contented with his Adelaide, 
Flics from the court of Pavia. 

Bovin. Why not then 
Remove the fatal bar, thus intcrpos'd. 
Between Ailolpho, and the noble fortune 
That courts his hand ; between our royal miftrefs 
And that fupport which feats her on the throne ? 

Inpil, Not many paces hencf, and in oorpow'r 
This baneful thiog.-^ 
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Bovin. 1 know what thou wouldft add. 
Thy daftard tongue deferts thy lab'rinj; breaft.— ^ 
Is it not ftrange, while unfufpeded death 
May lurk in CTcry aliment of man. 
Solid or liquid, that fuch multitudes. 
With being importune, fhall burthen earth ?-— 
Why ihould this minion live ? 

Ingul, My tongue is flow, 
Yet (halt thou fee my hands outrun thy wifli. 
I have a compound of moft fovereign force. 
To fep'rate fpirits from the fleftily cage* 
Fearful of changes in this fevVifli ftate. 
And mark'd for firm allegiance to my queen, 
I bear it ftill about me, a protedion 
From public fliame and agonizing death. 

Bovin, O precious draught ! — 'twill give our queen to reign. 
No more this bauble (hall miflead Aftolpho. 

Speech is fuperfluous. Let Rofmunda feel 

Our zeal and diligence, and praife th' tffe{tp 
Rather than hear, in long detail, the means 
That darkly work for an exalted aim. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

Ni^bis a ibid grove of poplars^ fuppoftd to be at fime 
fmaU diftance from tbe Prface. 



AsroLT HO, foiuj. 

■■■IS now the fatal hour,— and this the place. 
Deep (ilence all. — Have I outftay'd the time ? 
Or fleep the traitor band ? Will ye not forth ? 
Hark» the owl calls you, ye fell dogs of war. 
To feize the mighty lion in his lare. 
O bleffed paufe ! — by pitying heav'n indulg'd. 
To fnatch my foul from guilt. — A whifp'ring angel. 
Pleads in my bofom. — *' Thou raoft wretched man^ 
" Wilt thou in prefence of thy maker ftand, 
** And plan delib'rate murder ?" Oh, my foul. 
Timely from the dark precipice recoil. — 
It may not be, — for how can I devote — 
Oh, every way undone ! my Adelaide ? 
Oh Adelaide, lov'd name, thou art a fpell, 
With pow'r reCftlefs binding ! — Rife, ye fiends, 
And fill my heart; ^behold, my fword is drawn. 
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SCENE II. 
AsTOLPHo and Feraldus. 

Feral. Why art thou here with night and fQlitude, 
And thy fad thoughts converfing ? And the fword 
Gleams in thy hand. Say^ what ilrange tumult (hakes 
Thy lab'ring bofom ? 'Midfl the feftal throng, 
I mark'd thy changing hue, — thy throbbing bread ; 
Then on Albinus, while the mirthful ilrain 
Circled the board, with fadnefs mod intent. 
Thine eyes were faflen'd, and the burfting tears 
Stood ready. — As with fudden frenzy fhing, 
Surting you rofe, and hurried thro' the hall. — 
All is not well. — I have puriiied your fteps. 
By friendfhip urgM. — Speak, 1 may juflly claim 
A brother's portion in thy fecret cares.-— 
Say, does thine Adelaide-^ 

j4ftoL Oh, filence, filence ! — 
Speak not of Adelaide— or I (hall flame 
In moft pernicious rage. — 
Feral, Perhaps the queen— 

AftoL Thou haft faid true— the queen and Adclaide.- 
1 pray thee leave me.— Thou muft wonder much. 
To think the queen and Adelaide combine. — 
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They are the caufe.— I have undone mylelf.— 
Thou uilt betray me. — Can it be recali'd?— 
Oh no, no, no f 

Feral Why— what (hould 1 betray ? 
Thy wild disjointed words would feem to point 
At fome dread meaning, but to me convey 
No certain import. — Well I know the queen 
Unfriendly to your nuptials, but Albinus 
Will mediate peace. 

jlftoL He mediate peace I For whom ? 
Lie there, thou in^ument of bloody treafon.— 

^He throws down bu fwcrd, 
Accurfed arm ! and wretched, wretched thing, 
Outcaft of men ! Oh who (hall mediate peace 
For him, encircled by the gleaming ring 
Of murd'rous points, all aim'd ! — Short, (hort the ipace ! 
Hark, hark, the poftern opes,^the hinges creak 
The fun'ral knell of parting royalty I 

Feral. Aftolpho, I conjure thee by the poVr 
That from yon ftarry concave hears our words. 
And views thy flrange diforder, truly ipeak. 
I know thy fpirit teems with dreadful things ; 
Though what, I cannot fathom. 

jffloh Wretch accurft !— 
Oh fpare me, fpare me !— Do not probe my heart — 
I cannot fpeak.— My Adelaide, my wife. 
Is hoftage for my filencc !-^Canft thou refcue 
The trembling dove, when the fell hawk has poune'd her I 
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Oh leave me, I befeeck tisee, 'tis too hUtCf-^ 
That fatal key has opened wide a door 
Leading to my perdition. 

Feral. No, my friend, 
I may not tnift thee with, fuch wild companions^ 
Thine own diftemper'd thoughts.— Wilt thou not ^ak I 
Oh turn not from me thus. ' 

jffiol. Oh bloody deed !— 
Behoidy behold, they are about it now ! 
Feraldus, toward the palace caft thine eyes. 
And view that fight of horror. 

J[ffere a Bght appears from the Palace^ fuppofed to he a torch 
nuaved from one of the turret s^ at a ^gnci to the Con/pi^ 
rotors that the Ismquet was voer^ and Albinus retired to 
his chamber. 

Feral. I behold 
A torch bright fhiniog from the wcfteni towV, 
That rifcs o'er the poftcm — 'Tis a fignal. 

/Jfloh A {jgnal !-«*Tis a ftygian lamp, that guides 
The demons to their viftira. — Now begins 
The cruel tragedy — Now, fly Feraldus, — 
And fave thy monarches life.— 

Fercd. Take up thy fword,— 
And join my (leps. — If treafon is abroad,— 
Why ftare thus wildly ? Roufc thee, good Aftolpho, 
From this flrange ecftacy. 

Aftol. Heardft thou not fcrcams.— 
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Hark to the claih of fwords !— no, *tis iHufion.— 
YoD flame is circled by a bloody halo.—- 
Run — fly my friend. — AlbiDus — Adelaide— 
May I not both preferve ? Come, let me grafp thee. 

[^Taiing wf bis /word, 
I will not life thee, as at firft I purposM. 
This arm may refcue Adelaide, and fpare 
My fottl the guilt of treafon. — Hafte Fcraldus. 

lExemH. 



SCENE XII. 

jIu jlpartment in the Palact. 

R0SMUNDA9 alone. 

Shade of my father, to the banquet hafte I 
For thee prepar'd, and by thy daughter's hand. 
Yety o fell monfler, wilt thou fcorn the voice 
Of foft humanity ? — Did he relent ? 
Did fierce Albinus melt, when my poor Are 
Fell breathlefs at his feet ? — Witnefs ye fiends, 
Lur'd by the fcent of blood, attendant ever 
On his deflrudtive fword. — I pledg'd you all, 
Amidft the revels of that night accurfb. 
In the deteiled chalice. — Hark the founds 
Of hafty feet, and the low dreadful murmurs 



or tongues that whiTper death. Approach Aftolpho, 
And let thy friends with confidence approach. 
Tor on their pointed fwords they bring revenge. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter^ to her, Conrade with Conspirators. 

Con. Fortune befriends us ; — we have paft unqueftion'd. 
The moments fly ; they urge us to difpatch. 

Ro/. Albinus hath proloog'd unwonted reveL 
He fwam in mirth and pleafure. Scarce the cock 
Could warn him to his chamber. — With regret 
He left the drain of mirth, and blithefome carrol. 
That flow'd fpontaneous ; and on me he hung 
With fbndnefs infantine. — But have ye feen, 
' Your brave compeer, Aftolpho ? — He alone 
Ofall your band is wanting. 

Con* Curfes on him. — ' 
Oh that this arm could find him. — I foretold 
That thus 'twould hap. — His treachery or fear 
Betrays us to the tyrant, — if we linger. — 
Our fafety lies in vig'rous promptitude. 

Ro/. Difpole yourfelves around the adjoining chamber ; 
It leads, fole outlet, to the vaulted pafTage 
And poftem gate ; — Albinus foon will come. 
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Let Comt reroaia to guard the tmportaot paft ; 
Some» in due time, obedient to my caliy 
Rufh forth at once, and raife» for me and juftice. 
Their puifTant arms. — Should he attempt to fly, 
Your firiends recciTC him : — ^from the roof within 
A lamp dependsy which, haying mark'd their prey. 
Let them extinguifh ; it wonld only aid 
Efcape from their keen fwords, or glare detedtion. 
Should fuccours intervene. — Might I become 
All ear, and (hoot my fpirit thro' the gloom. 
To drink the glorious (bunds of chaftifement! 
But hark, — Albinus comes — Retire my friends. 

[^EKiunt Conrade a$id Con^ytnUon. 



SCENE V. 

RosMUNDA and Albinus. 

jflh. The waning moon hath ris'n, the night grows old, 
Hafte to my chamber. 

Rof. Night is young enough 
For what I purpofe. — Thou no more (halt fee me . 
The joylefs obje£t of licentious will, 
Deck*d like a vidim for the facrifice 
Of brutal appetite. — Oh fparc my eyes. 



Hence to the banquet. — Hark, the minflrels call ! 
Go take thy goblet, for the maDtling wine 
lorites thee. — Mark, — it is my father's fkulL 

jitbln. Oh thou moft changeful of thy changeful fex ! 
Where are the fmiles that dimpled on thy cheek» 
And Toothing words> and winning blandifliments, 
That deck'd thee round, like wreaths of vernal flowVs, 
And melted down my foul in floods of joy I 
Defiance now, and ftem vindictive pride. 
Glare in thy fiery eyes. On thy pale cheek 
Sits haggard rage, and on thy qui v 'ring lip, 

Ready for utt'rance, dwell the venom'd (hafts 

Of infult and repros^ches. 

{Trumpet fotuids an alarm ai a diftanu. 

Ha !— -what means 

This warlike meflcnger, whofe brazen voice 

Invades the hoar of filence and repofe ? 

This is thy work,— oh moft pernicious woman ! 

I feel — I am betray'd. 
Rof. No more the time, 

Diffimulation needs.*— No more my foul, 

Diihonour'd like this body, wears a mafk ; 

It cafls the hated weeds ; — it (hines renew'd, 

A ferpent wing'd, to fting thee to the heart. 

A woman's hand may reach thee, haughty chief, 

Pamper'd with blood, and fwoln with pow'r and pride. 
jllh. My fword, in daughter vers'd, hath never yet 

Been ftain'd with woman's blood, or thou fhouIdH feel. — 
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Darlt thou to menace ? — But in darkliDg hiot 
Why veil thy purpofe ? 

Rof. Deeds (hall foon explain 
The purport of my words.— Come forth, my friends. 



SCENE. VI. 



Enter Cokspirators and /urround Albihvs. 

Rof, Remember now the goblet, — now for Tengeance !— 
Shade of my murder'd fire, receive thy victim. 

[I'beyfatton Albinus. 

jilb. Villains, traitors ! — Come forth my trufty fword, — 
What magic force confines thee to thy manGon ? 

Rof. He is unarm'd,— repeat the blow,— ftrike home 
For me, for juftice, and for Valomir. 

Mb, Give me a fword, and fet me on the plain. 

Where battle free may range j tenfold your force 

Should fink before mc. 

[Exiunt Albinus Jn^Confpirators. 

[Confpirators within. 

Oh purfue him, — ftrikc him down, 

Let him not gain the cloifters. - \jcJqfbmg of /words. 

\Tntmpet founds agahy nearer. 
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Con. 1 am flain. Itviihin. 

Accurfcd fate ! — 

Rof. Defpair ! dcfpair ! dcfpair ! 

It was bold Conradc's toicc, — and he hath falrn,— 
My champion, my fole hope, fincc falfe Aftolpho 
Dcfcrts my caufe. — Oh fhould the tyrant fcape^ — 
On earth 1*11 fit and meet my doom. — 'Tis ftrangc,— 
I gave him to their hands a certain prey, 
Reft of defence ; not all the flrength of man 

Could draw his falchion forth. Be ftill my heart. 

Thou mayfl not leave thy cell to fly abroad 

In queft of defliny. What fuddcn burft ? — 

Is it my tyrant or deliverer ? 

Oh agonizing fear. Ha,— they approach,— 

Well thought on, faithful friend, no outrage, now, 

[draws a dagger • 
Can touch Rofmiinda. — HilV— 'twas the howling wind 
Thro* the dark cells and vaulted pafTages. 



SCENE VII. 



Enter ^ to her^ Astolpho, his /word drawn and bloody. 

My conqueror, my deliverer,— welcome, welcome f 
Unjuflly I accus'd thee of defertion. 
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The tyrant is laid low, eternal bleffings 
On thy Ti(florious head. — How beautiful 
Do(t thou appear, thy valour blazon'd thus 
In. charadbers of Wood,— the tyrant's blood. 

AJloL Thy praifes arc reproaches — 1 difclaim tbemlf 
The plume of war, is trampled in the diift. 
The foldier's boaft and pattern, but my foul 
Was fpar'd fuch deadly guilt. — Too late I came. 
Or this devoted bofom, interpos'd. 
Had for my fov'reign bled. — By Conradc's hand 
He died ;— the traitor fpurn'd him as he lay ;— 
Not long to triumph, for my falchion reach*d 
The fcowling caitiff, and he bit the dud. 
The brave Feraldus with a loyal band, 
Purfues his guilty comrades.. 

Rof. Tis enough.— 
No matter, by what hand, fince he is flain, 
The murderer of my father. — Blood for blood.— 
Earth has no more to gi\c, nor I to hope ; 
So fare'.veli to his Piade, and to my wrongs. 

AJlol, Where is my Adelaide ? — O bring her forth. 
Sole tie that binds me to this vile exigence. 

J\of. Yes, take thy bride, — the', yielding up th; love, 
I mufl forego thine aid, rpy only hope 
Of fure protcv^ion in the prtfcnt ftrcight 5 
Yet take thine Adelaide and go in peace. 

. {.^h: ^ois to the fil- of the Jlage and calls. 
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Come forth Bonnus. — ^To her huiband's arms 
Reftore thy beauuous chsurge. 



SCENE VIIL 

BoTiNus enters i hading in Adelaide. 

Bovin, Behold her here, — 
Yet (halt not thou poor queen, defertcd, helplefs, [qfide. 

Nor thy two faithful creatures^ to the rage 
Of proud Albinus' minions, (land expofed. {exit* 

JJloL Oh uke me to thine heart, my Adelaide. 
Fly from this place. Horror, fits on the roof. 
With harpy face and 'talons ; from her jaws 
Redundant gore, empurpling all the walls. 
Overflows the pavem'ent — Hark the fhiieks of pain, 
And groans of death I — at eWry ftep I tread. 
O'er breathlefs bodies ftumbling as I go, 
I fpurn the mangled -limbs and gory vifage.— 
Treafon and vengeance, with their cruel train. 
And vain remorfe, arid ev'ry hateful fiend. 
Bide here, — nor ev*n thy purity can fcape. 

jIdeL Dear to my arms, dearer if poffible 
Fpr feparation, why this hurried tone 
Of faltVino horror ? — Thou art deadly pale. 
Thy fiery eyes are funk within their orbs.— 
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Where haft thou been ? What haft thou done Aftolpho? 
Why, this is blood !— Oh gracious hcav'n, look dowoy 
And pity me moft wretched ! — What new woes ? — 
Thy hands arc crimfon'd, — all thy face and garments 
StainM horrid, — and thy footfteps mark'd in gore. 

JJloL The monarch and the rebel mix'd, in deaths 
Their hoftile blood, and it hath ftain'd me thus. — 
Speak not. — Tnis houfe is the retreat of fiends 
And mortals their fad thralls. — Fly while thou may ft. 

AJel. Yes, if my fears will let me. — But my knees 
Tremble beneath my weight, — around my heart 
A ftrange oppreffion dwells. — I will, in all things, 
Submiffive to thy wifh, confine my lips. 
And thought, and working fancy. — if my pow'r 
Can thought excurfive rein.- 1*11 not ev'n afk. 
Why bloody thus, with pale and haggard look.— 

Rof. Thou haft thy hufband, and thy life is fpar'd % 
Be fatisfied with that, and get thee hence. 

AdeL Come then, Aftolpho, let us leave this place.— 
And try, if we can reach fome calm abode, 
Where happinefs refides ; if here on earth 
She may be found, — or only lives in fong. 
And vifionary fidion, fram'd by bards, 
DeluCve. But 1 may not doubt ; with thee, 
Aftolpho, is her feat. — Ah me, — my heart 
Is f^,ck to death. — The forms of things recede, — 
With floating colours ting*d. — Earth, earth, dilfolvcs 
In fubtle air, and, unfupported, leaves me. [Jinking, 
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^oL The hand of death is on her. — heav'n refunies 
The precious boon, of which I was unworthy. 

AdeL A black abyfs receives me. — My Aftolpho— 
Where art thou ? I can hear thy voice, it founds 
Not diflanty but no more I fee thy face, — 
Give me thy hand, — that I, in death, may prefs 
And ilrain it to an heart, that foon will ceafe 
To beat, — and print my clay cold kiffes on it..— 
Oh fave me, — hold me, — thoufand ugly forms 
Would tear thee from me. — O farewell. [dut. 

jfftoL Gone, gone, 

Oh what am I become, — burfl, Wr^y ye clouds 

And whelm me in a deluge ! Curfed woman, . 

In all deftruAive ; thefe are thy fell arts. 

To draw me to thy fnares. — Thy hated life, 

Oh moft pernicious, (hall atone. {drawing his /word, 

Rof. Strike then, — 
And free my foul from its detefted prifon. 

JJiol. I cannot fit ike thee, — tho' thou haft deferv'd 
Death at my hand, for thou haft killM my foul, — 
No, — be thy crimes thy punifhment. — Be curft. 
As thou haft made Aftolpho, drawn, by thee, 
From the contented peaceful happy ftate 
Ev*n faints might envy. \drops hUfvtord* 

Rof. Black, indeed, my crimes, — 
But add not to the catalogue the fate 
or this unfortunate. — I am a woman 
Wrong'd, fierce, vindidlive, — but I do not war 
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With lore tnd itmoeence.— >No, hear'o be vitiieff»-^ 
If I may ufe^ without impiety. 
That facred name,— I know not whence, or how» 
This mortal ftroke hath reach'd thee. 



SCENE IX. 

Enfer^ to them, Ingulf Hus. 

Ingul. A farious crowd befet the palace gates. 
Demanding vengeance for Albinus fl^n,-— 
Alas for mercy ! — The grim form of death 
Glares full before me. 

Rof, View that lifelefs corfc. 
Thus beautiful in death, — 'twas Adelaide.— 
Albinus too, that royal gallant foldier,— 
He is no more, — and I, who fpeak this moment. 
To chide thy fears, — the next fhall fink for ever 
Silent and pale — and fearft thou for thyfelf ? 
An infe<5t crawling from the moulder'd vaults 
Of j^c dank cloifter ?— ^Ob, for (hame, for (hame ! 
Thy wretched fand of life hath yet to run 
But fome few hours, and fearft thou for that remnant 
Of poor defpis*d exiftence ? 
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SCENE X. 



EnSeTi to themy Fi R a ldu s tviih guards and BoYi N u B prifimer. 

Feral. Mighty chief. 
Invincible in fight, how art thou falPn, 
By bofom fcrpcnts ftung ! — Arreft that monk, 

[juardsfnzi Ingulphus. 
Hence to the dungeon with him, — there, in chains. 
To join the hoary colleague of his guilt, 
*Till, by the doom of law, a (hameful death 
Shall, on the fcaffbld, expiate their crimes. 

[they are led away to frifon, 
Roufc, good Aftolpho, and prepare thyfelf 
To meet thy fortunes. — Know with voice conjoia'd. 
Thy virtues and thy inborn noblenefs 
Demand the fecond place, the foldiers call me 
To fill the vacant throne. * 

JJlol. Look there, — look there, — 1ft, 

That corfe, all eloquent, (hail atifwer for mc 
A firm denial, for. the hand of death. 
That reft my only blefling, hath ordaip'd 
Divorce from earthly things. — To me the world ' 
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Nor change of fortaoe can unfold, nor fhow 
Difference of things, but unadult'rate ill. 
Nor city's wall, nor fmiling haunt of men. 
Nor hallow'd temple, fhall my curfed head 
From this fell moment (helter. — Dens of beaftsy 
DelT*d in the mountain's fide, fhall be my home : — 
Accurft be thy revenge I— Accurft thy fex, [/p Rofmunda* 

Since Adelaide is gone! [^Exit. 

Feral. For thee, tho' chief in guilt, moft wretched woman, 

[to Rofiuunda. 
Thy charms and royal lineage, both adorn*d 
With female- virtues, ere this fatal hour ; 
Offended juflice flop, in mid career. 
And bid thee live. — Depart die Lombard fbite, 
While yet our powV, from popular affault, 
Affures thy forfeit life ; and with thee bear 
The memory and example of thy crimes. 

Rof. Thoumeanfla kindnefs. — I difdain the boon/ 
Why do thy minifters of wrath delay ? 
On to the fcaffold. — 1 fhall deem that fbition 
A prouder exaltation than a throne. 

Fcra/' No, live.--And if cxiflence be a curfe, 

Endure it for thy crimes, but if a good, 

'Tis • thy beauty and thy forrows giv'n. 
Which ever to the foldier*s feeling heart 

Plead with refifllefs organs. — Paily not, 

We muft be bufied in funereal rites 

And mournful honours, for our parted hero. [Exeunt ornnes. 



EPILOGUE, 



COLLECTION OF POEMS: 



TWO EPISTLES. 



I 



EPISTJLE TO A J^RIEND, 



'WITH A COPT OP 



OFFA AND ETHELBERT; 



Oft, TBI 



SAXON PRINCES, 



TRAGEDY. 

Tibi nunc hortante cagaftna 
Excuticnda damns przcordia, quantaque nodrz • 
pars tua fitCornute, anima;, tibidulds amice 
Oftendifle juvat. Pcitius. 

TH' cxcurfive mufe, that various walks hath try*d, 
Now firft effays to march in buikia*d pride. 
To thee, my friend, whofe partial eyes alone. 
Adorn my works, with merit not their own, 
This trifle goes ; — no trifle, could it fpeak, 
"Where language fails me and all words are weak. 
The love I bear thee in my fecret mind, 
A love, beyond the love of womankind. 
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Unchanged by fortune, unallay'd by time. 
Thro' (pace united, warm as in our prime. 

Paired from th' almighty's hand our fpirits came^ 
Inftindl with portions of a kindred flame. 
From earlied being, they were join'd in love. 
Ere yet for flefh they left the abodes above. 
At our firft meeting, each the other knew. 
And, mind to mind, with fiery inilinA flew. 
And, from that moment, in themfelves retire. 
At friendfliip's fane, to feed the vcftal fire. 
Nor light caprices, an unhallow'd train ; 
Nor hateful jealoufies the rites profane. 

Mofl friendihips, like our bodies, rife to day 
Fraught with the. principles of their decay; 
Wc feed, with vital air and daily food, 
Th' eflcntial poifon, that our frames include. 
And friendfliips, fo mifcall'd, of vulgar life. 
But hoard materials for the future ilrife, 
The confidences, leading to^drufl. 
And fer vices, that make upbraidings juft. 
Not fuch our friendfhip ; all the worth is thine, 
To feel and venerate that worth, be mine. 
From bafe purfuits thy life was ever clear ; 
No guilty fecrets, for a confcious ear. 
Nor vicious aims that needed bafe allies,] 
Nor mental fores, that fliunn'd difceming eyes. 
Still, in thy foul, with revVent awe I trace. 
Sublime fimpliuty's maje/lic grace. 
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The path of being, fearlcfs, thou haft trod. 
Open to man, as to thyfelf and god. 
With cv'ry virtue, chiefly truth, adom'd. 
Thine honeft pride has afFeftation fcorn'd ; 
Rich and contented in the mental ftore, 
Ne'er fought to make it better feem, or more ; 
For gaudy days, while others prank 'd them forth, 
With borrowed wiidom, and affedcd worth, 
And forward ignorance, with vain parade. 
And pedlar's art, her little wares difplay^d ; 
And fought, nor fought without fuccefs, to pafs 
• Her gilded counters, and her coloured glafs. 
For fterling ^in and jewels, on the fry 
That cheaply praife, they know not what, nor why ; 
Thou ne'er wall tempted, from thy.ftate to bend. 
Or midft the crowd for dirty palms contend ; 
1 hou didll not fwol'n with index learning fit, 
Nor thrid reviews, for pennyworths of wit. 

Something too much of this, in fcppliant ftate 
My Saxon Princes, at thy levee *>^R. 
To partial love, with critic candor join'd, 
The calm tribunal of thine equal mind. 
Not to th' uncertain fuffrage of the town. 
Do they refer their title to the crown. 
No pow'rs of fiiflion can my page difplay j 
No flights romantic lead the mind aftray ; 
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For troth hiAoric has the canvas ftretchM, 

Laid on the primiog, and the figures flcetch'd ; 

The bound and limit of the moTe'a ikill, 

To (hade and heighten, and each outline fill. 

Oh might her handling, with fuccefsful art. 

Bid the bold forms come forth, and reach the heart t 

The conflid paint in Ofa's ftormy breaft. 

While various paflions for the fway conteft ; 

And each, in turn, decided empire gains. 

And now the father, now the tyrant, reigns. 

What female virtue with Elfrida dwells. 

How Anglia's king in youthful grace excels, 

Ev'n thus, in dark monaftic legends live ; 

A tale unvarnifh'd to the ftage 1 give, ^ 

And only boall, to model what I fpund. 

Add fcene, and dialogue, and meafur'd found. 

Oh might th' attempt fome abler bard incite. 
To call our ancient records to the light ! — 
The darkeft ages bright examples bear, 
And themes of power, to viplthe virtuous tear ; 
Now to the public loil, as in the mine 
Unpolifh'd gems, till genius bids them ftiinc. ' 
Nor need we wonder, for the times refufe 
Her wonted honours, to the tragic mufe. 
Tlie fprings of Hippocrene, that whilom rolFd 
Tlicir fertilizing ftreams o'er fands of gold. 
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Now chill with blight and exhalation dank» 
Famine and fcorn fit fhivVing on the bank ; 
To mark their courfe^ all lucklefs as they wlnde^. 
The harvefts wither, and the flocks are pin'd. 

«* And knowing this," exclaims thy friendly zeal, 
£tper awake, and anxious for my weal, 
«« Why doft thou loiter in th' unwholefome clime, 
** Exposed to all the maladies of rhyme ? 
•• The wafting atrophy thy purfe may find, 
•* The palfey'd hopes, the fever of the mind, 
•* The giddy frenzy, that abroad will fly 
** On paper wings, to dare the public eye ?— • 
«* As follies tf the day, youth might excufe 
«* Thy paft excurfions with the truant mufe ; 
** But the ftay'd gravity of riper age, 
** Difclaims the wildncfs of poetic rage. 
** Art thou not in the folid bands enrolled, 
*' Of ftpient men, tliat barter words for gold ? 
•* Learn then to banifh wit, but often joke, 
«< And fill thy head with Nokei, Wd Coke, and Croke. 
** With thy profeffion let thy ftudies fort, 
•* Nor dream of ftyle, beyond a Style's report. 
** And thrive, — or if my counfel comes too late, 
** And verfe and fcribbling are confirmed thy fate ; 
** Their clofe intrigues as decent wenchers veil, 
** Thine idle dalliance with the miife conceal. 
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" To (ilence, gloom, aod myftery, confine, ' .^ I 

** Each ftealthy madrigal, each gracelefs line ; \ 

•• With ftudied graTity a credit claim, 

" For folemn fclcnce, and each graver aim. 

** One half of mankind by grimace are caught ; 

<* And wealth and place by looks and /hrugs are boaght« 

'' Such is the freight, when cunning dulnefs boafU 

" Her profp'rous venture to the golden coafts ; 

** Such commerce we with (lupid negros hold, 

** And barter Hints and b^ads, for men and gold.'' 

Thus friendHiip, plaintifT, WDuld the mule decry. 
Now hear the mufe, defendant, in reply.— 
** So circumfcrib'd our happinefs, 'tis right 
•* To fcize each harmlefs engine of delight. 
•* 1 he grove when woodbines, violets, paint the mead, 
" Shall we not fmcll them, as the path we tread ? 
" When cluft'ring linnets in the hedge-row through 
" Shall we not ftop, to liften to their fong ? 
«• The ketncft trav'ller, in his urgent hafte, 
•* On fome fair profpedl will a moment wafte, 
*« And need 1 tell thee, that the mufe hath pow'r 
•• To glance a funbeam on the darkling hour ? — 
" She, fiom the thorny bounds that hedge our way, 
** Sweet ar. thcjrnnet, charms us with our lay. 
** When drear the path of life before us lies, 
*• Her fairy vifion? in perfpeftive rife. 
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*« And happy they, Vfhok leifure hours can find 
•• The cheap ttoeoTied luxuries of mind." 

Believe mcy friend^ I (com to wafle my time, 
lo (caDDiDg fyllablesy and tagging rhyme. 
When poetry no longer bears a pricey 
The luft of rhyming were a barren vice. 
I know, the focial tie refiftlefs claims 
My time, my thoughts, my ftudies, and my aims. 
My graver moments, awful duties fhare^ 
A father's fondnefs, and a hufband's care. 
Poetic trifler, not a bard profef^, 
Phoebus with me, is but a cafual gneft. 
No ftation'd refident, as when of old, 
Admetus' flocks he fbd, and fiU'd his fold ; 
His vifits bring profperity no more. 
They thin the fold, and diffipate the ftore. 
A foe to ceremony,. I refufe 
All vifits, from a coy faftidious mu(e ; 
She finds not entrance, if (he comes not fobn ; 
With free-will offering and nnftudied boon. 
Nor claific furniture my (helves difplay. 
Nor guefts my board, to bribe the mufe's flay. 
In order ranged, the fages of the law, 
My ftudy fill, with magiftcrial awe ; 
In bulky corpulence they feizc the eye ; 
And with the writers their productions vie j 
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While many a feijeant, many a learned lord, 

A lumbring pond*rou8 band, no place for wits afford. 

Without ennui, I breakEift, fup, and dine. 
With fuch companions as my ftars affign | 
Nor call with little Pope, my board to grace, 
** Chiefs, out of war ; and .(latefmen, out of place ;'* 
For chiefs and ftatefmen boaft no charms for me ; 
I herd with equals, for I will be free. — 
Noty that I vaunt, my dignity and eafe. 
For me the things, and not the titles pleafe ; 
While Pope, in drains of flattery to himfelf. 
Prates of his freedom, tho^ the fljive to pelf ^ 
Of eafe and dignity, whofe foul was wrung 
With jealoufy, with groveling envy flung.— 
Nor titled vanity, nor fops that rhyme, 
Spouters, or critics cheat me of my time ; 
Nor bafe attendance at a great man's door. 
Nor praifes lavifh'd on the fplendid poor. 
I court not authors, witlings, and the throng. 
So brilliant, evVy day and all day long ; 
Nor readings haunt, nor coterie of fools, 
Where fage didtators vent theatric rules. — 
Adult'rate converfc, like adulterate wine. 
My ftomach turns ; Thate the rage to fliine, 
While vanity the rope with folly draws. 
And fancied genius tunibles for applaufe. 
My lazy mind, for peace and comfort runs. 
To plain good nature's unaffuming fons, 



To bland affedlion fmiliDg on the cheeky 

To kindly looks, that more than volumes fpeak. 

And artlefs fpiritSy that, with candor, dare 

To fpeaky and look, and be the things they are. 

I fly to mirth, from affedlation free, 

From foip-fnap pert, and (ickening repartee. 

In converfe, not of wit but kindnefs full. 

Without a blufh, I venture to be dull s 

Nor feek to dazzle, with a vain parade 

Of wit, nor make (bciety a trade ; 

And when my defk receives th' imperfcdl (trains. 

Safe, under lock and key, the bard remains. 

The mufe but fills a corner in my breaft. 

With public duty, private care poiTefl. 

The relaxation, not the employ of life, 

A willing miflrefs, not a wedded wife. 

Few could fuppofe, how fmall a part of time 

Produced my trifles, that appear in rhyme. 

My rapid pen along the paper flies. 

Yet fwifter than I write the meafures rife. 

Oh poor and worthlefs, in my fight, indeed, 
•* The life to come, in every poet's creed." 
Nor yet more precious, have I learn'd to hold^ 
The pride of place, or impotence of gold. 
I court not thefe ; but aim, with fteady plan. 
To prove the virtuous citizen and man. 
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A nobler wreath, domeftic virtues yield ; 

Than all the trophies of the fanguine fields 

Than all the fame a ftatefman*s wiles af&rd. 

And barren palms of many a (plendid word. 

The things I write may flourifh or decay, 

t*ortune may give, and fortune take away ; 

This obje6l adequate, without control. 

Supremely fills, and actuates my foul. 

This, only this, may fbmd, with fearlefs eye, 

Pond'ring the depths of dark futurity. 

The tender ties, that civil duties bind ; 

Or nature's hand, hath planted in the mind ; 

Sweet in themfelves, without difguife or art, 

Speak home, and inward, to the heart of heart ^ 

The focial habitudes to friendship rife. 

On iife engrafting mutual charities, 

The filken ties, that foul with foul entwine^ 

And never rudely drain, yet clofely join. 

Thus, hours on hours, and days on days, I fpend. 

That fools might ridicule, the good commend. 

And pride herfelf might envy, could (he know 

Th' expanfive fwectncfs, and the heartfelt glow. 

That ev'ry feeling, word, and a6t, attend. 

Which fpeaks the parent, or approves the friend. 

My children, in their dawn of being fair. 

Awake, endear folicttude and care. 

My roof re-echoes with their gladfome noife. 

Their charming follies, and their infant joys. 



389 

As tremulous their nafccnt powers they try. 
The tear of pleafure fills a father's eye. 
Eotranc'd I gaze, and feel my pride dilate. 
With fanc/d pomp of patriarchal ftate ; 
And while I guide their tottering fteps along, 
Explain the language of thp unpradisM tongue. 
Remove their wants, their little woes difpel. 
And teach contentment in their eyes to dwell ; 
Such floods of joy my foften'd foul fubdue. 
As gold could never' buy, nor riot knew. 
From painful effort, and corroding ftrife^ 
Secure, I tread the downhill path of life ; 
Exifting for myfelf, and for my own, 
I \^i{h to pafs, untroubled and unknoMm. 



NSW 



TO THE rOtlCOINO 



Too partial friend, thy fond misjudging lays. 
To mc unwonted waft the voice of praife. 
Self-love revolves the tablets of my mind, 
Some juft foundation for applaufe to find ; 
In vain revolves, the judgment muft reprove 
The pious falfchoods of thy blinded love. 
Yet,* in that volume, one fair page I trace j 
Nor time (hall cancel it, nor chance deface ; 
In golden cyphers, grav'd by virtue's hands, 
Th' eternal name of holy friendfhip ftands. 
Imprudent flatterer, wherefore wafte thy rhymes, 
On proud obfcurity in felfifh times ? ^ 
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The tttrtet'd praifes of the vulgar train, 
Demand an interchange of praife or gain ; 
J>dt neither^ may the flatt*rer hope from me ; 
My power fo bounded, and my tongue fo free* 

Some bafe-bom project, ibme infidious plan. 
Stains the fmooth lentercourfe of modem man ; 
Their (miles a fneer, their praifes are a gibe ; 
My foul recoiling loaths the little tribe, 
"Hieir harlot blandifhments, that teem with guile, 
^he palm expanlive, and the marfliall'd fmile* 
When riiing blafts of lucky bafenefs bear. 
The child of fortune to fome lofty fphere, 
With humble geftures, and adoring eyes, 
They trace his dingy progrefs to the fkies ; 
Of his fnug mantle, hold the miry uil, 
** Purfue the triumph, and partake the gale/' 
Inflated tow'ring, like an air balloon, 
Th' afpiring bauble rifes on the noon ; 
The rufUc, as he gazes, little knows 
What poor materials the vaft bulk compofe ; 
That flicks and taffeta, ,how cheap and flight. 
At diflance feem fo folid and fo bright ; 
While, pois'nous acid force corrofive joins 
With drofs, and refufe of the bafefl mmcs. 
How noxious vapour fwells its gilded pride ; 
And how 'tis varnilh'd o'er, its emptinefs to hide. 
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With far&ce poliih'd by unwearied Art^ 
The hard cold fubflance of the ftooy heart 
Scorns the foft trace of fympatby to bear» 
Tis fteely intereft makes impreiEon there ; 
^o feeling fparks confefs the genial pow'r 
Of gay collifions in the fbcial hour; 
A ftubbom roafsy unconqoerM, and the fame 
In forrow's menftruum, And in friendfliip's flame* 
The mind elated Hx'd my fortunes low t 
1 cannot pra^ife, for I do not know» 
The bold pretenfionsy that a credit raife. 
The trade of thriving, and the craft of praife. 
My lot is humble, for the fates denied 
The pow'r of rifingi when they gave me pride. 
My lot is humble, for with pride they join'da 
More dangerous inmate flilli a feeling mind. 

Enough, my mufe, thy felfifh prologue end ; 
My thoughts and rhymes be facred to my friend } 
Such monitory flraios demand his ear» 
As love may bring, and love will patient hear. 
Yes, friend belov'd, I roufl the weaknefs chide, 
That bids thee from thy genius wander wide ; 
That holds thee down, a ftranger to thyfelf, 
*Midil humble throngs that bafely bow to pelf. 
Why (hould thy fpirit bend to fafhion's fway. 
Or fordid maxims of the prefent day ? 
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Why dwell complacent on the W2&ed hours. 
The toils, that mock thy biafs and thy powers ? 
Did nature warm thee with poetic fire. 
To grope with fools, for farthings in the mire ? 
For this, the bafhful pride did nature give ? 
For this, the feelings tremblingly ali?e ? 
Improvident and hopelefs, all thine aim. 
To join the poet's and the lawyer's name, 
Pecided ftudies chufe ; no more remain 
Of fame enamour'd, yet the Have of gain ; 
'Twixt god and mammon, a dirided thrall; 
Be all a poet, or a laMryer alL 
With caution chufe, and (ledfaflly purfue, 
Some fettled aim, nor lofe it from thy view ; 
For indecifion, mark of feeble mind, 
Blafls the befl purpofes of humankind. 
Emancipate thy foul from thirft of pelf, , 
And dare to think and ftudy for fhjrfelf. 
The mufe's charms ftiall more delight afford. 
Than all the palms of many a (plendid word. 
The ways of men, inftrudlive book, pcrufe. 
And hoard materials for the moral mufe. 
No more let ftudies the proud mind entame. 
Where wealth is dignity, and luck is fame. 

Thy youth was m9unted on ambition's car. 
And whirl'd unthinking to the ftorroy bar; 
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Where pradlice weaves, perplexed, her thorny mazt. 

And captious fcicnce fnares and fpringes layr* 

WhiJe truth and reafon mull forego their pride. 

And follow precedent, a purblind guide. 

Ah difPrent far to youthful fancy's eye, 

Th* ennobling fludies in perfpe^ive lie I . 

Whateyer great in human a<5lion dwells,. 

Whatever noble in refearch excels ; 

The metes and bounds, by moral truth defin'd ; 

Unerring tranfcript of th' eternal mind. 

Primeval there, in pure effulgent light, 

Dwell the fair archetypes of good and right ; 

And thofe, that model flates, and publifh laws, 

Transfufe a beam from that eternal caufe. 

Sublime purfuit, the mind of god to trace. 

Thro' its clear workings in the human race. 

An awful funifllon, toprote(5l the fource 

Of human rights, and pour their fleady courfe, 

Alike the palace and the cot to lave, 

And whelm th' oppreflbr, with refifllefs wave ; 

To guard the life of man from anxious fears, 

And, more than life, difpenfe what life endears ; 

To quell proud wrong, to hufh the widow's cries ; 

And fill with joy the orphan's little eyes. 

In (peculation, fuch the lawyer's tafk, 
But, praxflice foon removes th' illufive mafic 
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"TbeOy keeo dexterity maft come in aid. 

And what Hie finds a fcienccy make a trade. 

Th* impofiog gravity, the bold pretencCy 

The pantomime, that holds the place of fenfe. 

Her progrefs fmooth ; and fometimes, too, the treat 

While lawyers fatten, as their clients eat. 

The brighteft genius, in the legal field. 

The palm of-merit and of praife fliall yield. 

To the flow pack-horfe, and th* enduring afs. 

With nerves of cable, and with front of brafs. 

Or fiercer they, whofe roaring charms the crowd. 

In error bold, and impudently loud, 

With low'ring brows, and well diffembled wrath. 

To fame and riches find a ready path ; 

^mbibe each pafTion, that the clients feel. 

And heart and hand alike for outrage fleel ; 

Dcfpife the bloodlefs palm, the wordy ftrife, 

And fbike, for paltry fees, a worthlefs life. 

Yet many a noble mind the bar difplays. 
Where genius, tafte, and fcience blend their rays ; 
Full many a mind, that, cafl in roman times. 
Had filPd th' hiftorian's page, the poet's rhymes ; 
See wifdom, wit, and eloquence combined. 
And lib'ral worth with manly firmnefs join'd ; 
Untainted they, in Themis' crowded fchools, 
Amidft the buzzing fwarm of knaves and fools ; 
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'Miclft vile proflrations of the fordid traio. 
That deify the golden calf of gaio ; 
Some of the train I loye» and fome rerere ; 
My foul has hoarded many a friendihip there. 

Awake, my friend, tli' aonian virgins hear ; 
Hark, hark, they call thee to their tuneful fphere ; 
There, let th' opprefl and fainting foul refjpiref 
And draughts imbibe of pure etherial fire. 
The fmoak of this dim fpot, th* unhallowed toil 
Th* imbruted fpirit cloud with earthly foil ; 
But foon the niufes, in their pureft (prings, 
Shall purge thy thoughts from bafe fublunar things. 
Terreilrial fetters burfl, thy plumes difplay> 
And foar to regions of eternal day. 

Write for thyfclf, and for the riCng age ; 
Defpife the plaudits of the modern ftage : 
For gothic managers the rayfes chace. 
Grimace, and farce, and pageant, fill their place. 
No more, the mufes to the drama bear 
Reforming laughter, and the virtuous tear ; 
No more, the fullies of the day control, 
7 he paiHons purge, and purify the fouL 
All fcrious feelings have become a pain, 
And laughter, uitli her light fantaflic train. 
Transfers their place to topics of an hour. 
That fpring and fade round difiipation's bow V, 
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The mufhroom jokes, a capital affords. 
The Tapid humour of colloquial words. 
The tranfitory cant of vulgar life, 
And mirth with reafon evermore at ftrife. 
Hard to defcry, and harder ftill to hit. 
The thin fugacious forms of local wit. 

Defpife th' example of the worthlefs throng. 
That tunc, for paltry gain, an abjc(5l fong ; 
This hour, the panders of degraded tafte. 
The next, in flavery fold, to fndff and pafte. 
Woo not the mufes, as a means to thrive ; 
Thou doft not live to write, or write to live. 
From light frivolity, and vain expence, 
RetiPd, in plain and frugal competence. 
Thou doft not ape thy wealthy neighbour's ftate, 
Thy temp'rate wifh is bounded by thy fate. 
To virtue's caufe devote the moral drain ; 
Give wholefome leffons, to the young and vain ; 
Warn the light foot with cautious pace to tread. 
Where flow'rs and verdure deck the fmiling mead ; 
The wide-fpread fnares, the lurking adders (how. 
The pit- falls fathomlcfs, that yawa below ; 
What fell volcanos mine the treacherous ground. 
Where rofes bloom, and cluft'ring grapes abound. 

The brighteft eyes for thee fhall drop a tear. 
The faireft hands ftrcw cyptefs on thy bier. 
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